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To my ingenions and worthy friend 
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WILLIAM LOWNDS, Efa;, 


Author of that celebrated Treatiſe in Folio called the 
Land tax Bill. 


HEN poets print their works, the fribbling 
crew | 
Stick the bard o'er with bays, like Chriſtmas pew.; $; 
Can meagre poetry ſuch fame deſerve? 
Can poetry, that only writes to ſtarve ? 
And ſhall no laurel deck that famous head, 
In which the ſenate's annual law is bred ? 
That hoary head, which greater glory fires, 
By nobler ways and means. true fame acquires. 
0 had 1 Virgil's force to ſing the man, | 
Whoſe learned lines can millions raiſe per ann. 
Great Lownds his praiſe ſhould ſwell the trump orf 
fame, | 
And rapes and Wapentakes reſound his name. 
If the blind poet gain'd a long renown 
By ſinging ev'ry Grecian chief and town ; 
dure Lownds his proſe much greater fame requires, 
Which ſweetly counts five thoufand knights and # 
ſquires, 
Tae ſeats, their eities, pariſhes and ſhires.. 
A2 
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Thy copious preamble ſo ſmoothly runs ; f 
Taxes no more appear like legal duns, 
Lords, knights, and ſquires, th' aſſeſſor's power obey, 
We read with pleaſure, though with pain we pay. 
Ah why d did C chy works defame! f 
That author's long barangue betrays his name 3 
After his ſpeeches can his you ſucceed ? 


Though forc'd to hear, we're not oblig'd to read. 


Under what ſcience ſhall thy works be read? ? 
All know thou wert not poet born and bred ; 
Or doſt thou boaſt th' hiſtorian's laſting pen, 
Whoſe annals are the acts of worthy men ? 
No. Satire is thy talent; and each laſh _ 
Makes the rich miſer renal o'er his caſh; 
What on the druokard can be more ſevere, 
Than direful taxes on his ale and beer ? 

Ev'n Button's wits are nought compar d to thee, 


Who ne'er were known or prais'd but o'er bis tea, 


While Thou thro' Britain's diſtant iſle ſhall ſpread, 
Ta ev'ry Hundred and Diviſiqn read. 

Critics in claſſics oft” interpolate, 

But ev'ry word of thine is fix d as Fate. | 
Some works come forth at morn, but die at night 
Ig blazing fringes round a tallow light; 

Some may perhaps to a whole week extend, 

Like S—— (when unaſſiſted by a friend), 

But thou ſhalt live a year in ſpite of fate: 
And where's your author boaſts à longer date? 
Poets of old had ſuch a wondrous power, 
That with their, verſes they could raiſe a tower 
But in thy proſe a greater force is found; 


What poet ever rais'd ee pound? |, 
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Cadmns, by ſowing dragon's teeth, we read, 
Rais'd a vaſt army from the pois nous ſeed. 
Thy labours, Lownds, can greater wonders do, 
Thou raiſeſt armies, and canſt pay them too, 
Truce with thy dreaded pen; thy annals ceaſe; 
Why need we armies when the land's in peace? 
Soldiers are perfect devils in their way; 


When once they're rais d, they're curſed hard to lay. 
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Lene had Panthea felt Love's ſecret ſmart, 
And hope and fear alternate rul'd her heart; 

Conſenting glances had her flame confeſs'd, 

(In woman's eyes her very foul's expreſs'd). 

Perjur'd Alexis ſaw the bluſhing maid, 

He ſaw, he ſwore, he conquer'd and betray'd. 

Another love now calls him from her arms, 

His fickle heart another beauty warms ; 


Thoſe oaths oft* whiſper'd inPanthea's cars, 


He now again to Galatea ſwears, 

Beneath a beech th' abandon'd virgin laid, 

In grateful ſolitude enjoys the ſhade ; 

There with faint voice ſhe breath'd thefe moving 

ſtrains, 

While ſighing Zephyrs ſhar'd her am'rous pains, 
Pale ſettled ſorrow hangs upon my brow, 

Dead are my charms; Alexis breaks his vow ! 

Think, think, dear ſhepherd, on the days you knew, 

When I was happy, when my ſwain was true; 

Think how thy looks and tongue arc form'd to more, 

And think yet more that all my fault was love. 


: 


8 n 


UE EE S 


1 W wp” Feat EB UNH 0 


. 


ving 


cw, 


ore, 


MISCELLANIES 57 


Ah, could you view me in this wretched ſtate! 
You might not love me, but you could not hate. 
Could you behold me in this conſcious ſhnade, 
Where firſt thy vows, where firſt my love was paid. 
Worn out with watching, ſullen with deſpair, 
And ſee each eye ſwell with a guſhing tear? 
Could you behold me on this moſly bed, 

From my pale check the lively crimſon fled, 
Which' in my ſofter hours you oft have ſworn, 
With roſy beauty far out-bluſh'd the mora ; 
Could you-untouch'd this wretched object bear, 


And would not loſt Panthea claim a tear? 


You could not, ſure—tcars from your eyes would teal, 
And unawares thy tender ſoul reveal. 
Ab, no !—thy ſoul with cruelty is fraught, 
No tenderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage thought; 
Sooner ſhall tigers ſpare the trembling lambs, 
And wolves with pity hear their bleeting dams ; 
Sooner ſhall vultures from their quarry fly, 
Then falſe Alexis for Panthea ſigh. 
Thy boſom ne'er a tender thought canfels'd, 
Sure. ſtubborn flint has arm'd thy cruel breaſt; 
But hardeſt flints are worn by frequent rains, 
And the ſoft drops diſſolve thicir folid veins ; : 
While thy relentleſs heart more hard appears, 
And is not foften'd-by a flood of tears. 

Ah, what is love! Panthea's joys ate gone, 
Her liberty, her peace, her reaſon flown! 
And when i view me in the wat'ry glaſs, 
I find Panthea now-not what ſhe was. 
As northern winds the new-blown roſes blaſt, 
And on the ground their fading raing caſt z - 
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As ſudden blights corrupt the ripen'd grain, 


And of its verdure ſpoil the mournfal plain 4 W 
So hapleſs love on blooming features preys, W 
So hapleſs love deſtroys our peaceful days. | Tl 

Come, gentle Sleep, relieve theſe weary'd eyes, 
All forrow in thy ſoft embraces' dies: . 
There, ſpite of all thy perjur'd vows, I find Fr 
Faithleſs Alexis languiſhingly kind; * | Ar 
Sometimes he leads me by the many ſtream, | W. 
And pleaſingly deludes me in my dream; | Ar 
Sometimes he guides me to the fecret grove, _ Dit 
Where all our looks, and all our talk is love. Fos 


Oh could I thus conſume each tedious day, 
And in ſweet ſlumbers dream my life away; 
But ſleep, which now no more relieves theſe eyes, 
To my ſad ſoul the deat deceit denies. a 

Why does the fun dart forth its chearful rays ? 

Why do the woods reſound with warbling lays ? 
Why does the roſe her grateful fragrance yield, 
And yellow cowſlips paint the {miliog field ? 
Why do the ſtreams with murm'ring muſic flow, 
And why do groves their friendly ſhade beſtow ? 
Let ſable clouds the chearful ſun deface ; 

Let mournful ſilence ſeize the feather d race; 
No more, ye roſes, grateful fragrance yield, 
Droop, droop, ye cowſlips, in the blaſted field; 
No more, ye ſtreams, with murm' ring muſic flow, 
And let not groves a friendly ſhade beſtow : 
With ſympathiſing grief let nature mourn, 
And never know the youthful fpring's return: 
And ſhall I never more Alexis ſee? 0 
Then what is ſprintz, or grove, or ſtream to me? 
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Why ſport the ſkipping lambs on yonder plain ? 


Why do the birds their tuneful voices ſtrain? 
Why friſk thoſe heifers in the cooling grove ? 
Their happier life is ignorant of love. 

Oh lead me to ſome melancholy cave, 
To lull my forrows in a living grave; 

From the dark rock where daſhing waters fall, 
And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall 
Where I may waſte in tears my hours away, 
And never know the ſeaſons or the day. 

Die, dic, Panthea—fly this hateful grove, 
For what is life without the ſwain I love? 
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OW Pheebusrofe, and with his early beams 
Wak'd er we Delia from her pleaſing 
dreams; 

Her wiſhes by her fancy were e fopply? 4, 
Aud in her ſleep the nuptial knot was ty'd. 
With ſecret joy ſhe ſaw the morning ray 

Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play ; 
The happy morn that ſhall her bliſs compleat, 
And all her rivals envious hopes defeat. 

In haſte ſhe roſe, forgetſul of her pray'rs, 

Flew to the glaſs, and practis'd o'er her airs ; 

Her neu- ſet jewels round her robe are plac'd, 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waiſt, 

Some round her neck a circling light difplay, 
Some in her hair diffuſe a trembling ray ; 

The filver knot o'erlooks the Mechlen lace, 

And adds becoming beauties to her face: 
| Brocaded flow'rs o'er the gay mantua ſhine, 

And the rich ſtays her taper ſhape confine ; 
Thus all her dreſs exerts a graceful pride, 

And ſporting loves ſurround th' expecting bride, 
For Daphnis now attends the bluſhing maid, 
Before the prieſt the ſolemn vows are paid; 


le, 


MIS CELLANIES. 11 


This day, which ends at once all Delia's cares, 
Shall ſwell a thouſand eyes with D 
Ceaſe, Araminta, tis in vain to grie e, 
Canſt thou from Hymen' s bonds the youth retrieve? 
Diſdain his perj'ries, and no longer mourn: 
Recall my love, and find a ſure return. 

But ſtill the wretched maid no comfort knows, 
And with reſentment cheriſhes her woes ; 
Alone ſhe pines, and in theſe moutuful ſtrains, 


| Of Daphnis' vows, and her own fate complains. 


Was it for this I ſparkled at the play, 
And loiter'd in the ring whole hours away? 
When if thy chariot in the circle ſhone, - 


Our mutual paſſion by our looks was known : 


Through the gay crowd my watchful glances flew, 
Where'er I paſs thy grateful eyes purſue. 
Ab faithleſs youth | too well you ſaw my pain: 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. | 
Think, Daphnis, think that ſcarce five e 
fled, 


Since (O falle tongue * thoſe treach rous things you 
ſaid 3 
How did you praiſe my ſhape and graceful air ! 
And woman thinks all eompliments ſincere. 
Didſt thou-uot then in rapture ſpeak thy flame, 
And in ſoft ſighs breathe Araminta's name? 
Didſt thou not then with oaths thy paſſion prove, 
And with an awful trembling, ſay, ——l love ? 
Ah faithleſs yonth ! too well you ſaw my pain ; 5 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 
How eould'ſt thou thus, ungrateful youth, deceive? 
How could I thus, unguarded maid, believe? 
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dream; An 
Her wiſhes by her fancy were ce fopply's, WI 
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With ſecret joy ſhe ſaw the morning ray Th 
- Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play; WI 
The happy morn that ſhall her bliſs compleat, 4 
And all her rivals envious hopes defeat. | For 
In haſte ſhe roſe, forgetſul of her pray'rs, 1 
Flew to the glaſs, and practis'd o'er her airs : ; 
Her neu- ſet jewels round her robe are plac'd, Sint 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waiſt, 
Some round her neck a circling light diſplay, Ho 
Some in her hair diffuſe a trembling ray ; An 
The ſilver knot o'crlooks the Mechlen lace, Did 
And adds becoming beauties to her face: Ane 
Brocaded flow'rs oer the gay mantua ſhine, Did 
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Thus all her dreſs exerts a graceful pride, 4 
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This day, which ends at once all . 
Shall ſwell a thouſand eyes with ſceret, tears, - 
Ceaſe, Araminta, tis i in Win to griẽ e Rö f 
canſt thou from Hymen's bonds the youth ee 
Diſdain his perj ' ries, and no longer mourn: 221 7 
Recall my love, and find a ſute return. 5 
But ſtill the wretched maid no comfort knows, | 
And with reſcntment cheriſhes her woes; 
Alone ſhe pines, and in theſe montuful ſtrains, . 
of Daphais' yows, and her own fate complains. 
Was it for this I ſparkled at the play, 
And loiter' d in the ring whole hours away ? 
When if thy chariot in the circle ſhone, 
Our mutual paſſion, by our looks was known : 
Through ibs gay crowd my watchfal.glances flew, 
Where'er 1 paſs thy grateful eyes purſue, 
Ab faithlg/s gouth | too well you ſaw my pain: 
For eyes the language of the ſoul ex plan. 
Think, Daphnis, think that ſcarce five days re 
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How did yon praifenny Shape and Wehe air! 
And woman thinks all eompliments ſincere. 
Didſt thou - uot then in rapture ſpeak thy flame, 
And in ſoft ſighs breathe Ataminta's name? 
Didſt thou not then with oaths thy paſſion prove, 
And with an awful trembling; ſay, I love? 
Ah faithleſs youth / tos well you ſaw my pain ; my 4 
e, For eyes ibe language of the ſoul explain. 
How eould'ſt thou thus, ungrateful youth, deceive? 
How could I thus, unguarded maid, believe? 
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| Sure thou canſt well recall that fatal night, 
When ſubtle love firſt enter d at my ſight; 
When in the dance I was thy partner choſe, 
Gods! what a'rapture in my boſom roſe! 
My trembling hand my ſudden joy confeſs d, 
My glowing cheeks a wounded heart expreſs'd; 
My looks ſpoke love; while you with anſw'ring eye, 
In killing glances mille ws kind replies, | 
Think, Daphnis, think, what tender things you aid, 
Think what confuſion all my foul betray'd ; 
You call'd my graceful preſence Cynthia's air, 
And when I ſung, the Syrens charm'd your ear; 
My flame blown up by flatt'ry ſtronger grew, . 
A gale of love in ey'ry whiſper flew. 
Ab faithleſs youth ! too well you ſaw my pain ; 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 
Whenc'er I dreſs d, my maid, who knew my flame, 
Cheriſh'd my paſſion with thy lovely name; 
Thy picture in her talk ſo lively grew, . - 
That thy dear image roſe before my view; © 
| She dwelt whole hours upon thy-ſhape and mien, 
And wounded Delia's fame to ſooth my ſpleen ; 
When ſhe beheld me at the name grow pale, 
Straight to thy charms ſhe chang'd her artful tale; 
And whey. thy matchleſi charms were quite run o 'er, 
I bid her tell theglcaſing tale once more. 
Oh, Daphois ! from thy Araminta fled ! ' 
j Oh, to my love for ever, ever dead! 
Like death, his nuptials all my hope remore, 
And ever part me from the man I love. 


Ab faithleſs youth ! too well you ſaw my . 
Ir our danguage of the foul explain. 
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O might I by my cruel fate be thrown, 
fn ſome retreat far from this hateful towa ! 
Vain dreſs and glaring equipage, adieu! | 
Let happier nymphs thoſe empty ſhows purſue; 
Me, let ſome melancholy ſhade ſurround, 
Where not ebe print of human ſtep is found. 
In the gay dance my feet no more ſhall move, 
But bear me faintly through the lonely grove; 
No more theſe hands fhall o'er the ſpinnet bound, 
And from the ſleeping ſtrings call forth the ſound : 
Muſic adieu, farewell Italian air)! 
he eroaking raven now mall ſooth my cares? 
On ſome old ruin loſt in thought Lreſ , 
And think how Araminta onee was bleſt : 
here oer and o'er thy letters I peru, 
And all my grief in one kind ſentence loſe: 
Some tender line by chance my woe beguiles, 
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ſhy is this, dawn of joy? flow tears again; 
Vain are theſe oachs, and all theſe vows are vain : 
Daphnis, alas! the Gordian knot has ty' d. 


* 


Ah faithleſs youth ! ſince eyes the ſoul explain, 
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8 fate I mourn; poor Shock is now no more, 
Ye Muſes mourn, ye chamber-maids deplore. 

Unhappy Shock! yet more unhappy Fair, 

Doom'd to ſurvive thy joy and only care! 

Thy wretched fingers now no more ſhall deck, 

And tye the fav'rite:ribband round his neck; 

No more thy hand ſhall ſmooth his gloſſy hair, 

And comb the wavings of bis pendent ear, 

Yet ceaſe thy flowing grief, forſaken maid; 

All mortal pleaſures in a moment fade: 

Our ſureſt hope is in an hour deſtroy d, 

And love, beſt gift of heav'n, not long enjoy d. 

Methinks I ſee het frantiek with deſpair, 

Her ſtreaming eyes, wrung hands, and flowing hair; 

Her Mechlen pinners rent the floor beſtrow, 

And her torn fan gives real ſigns of woe. 

Hence Superſtition, that tormenting gueſt, 

That haunts with fancy'd fears the coward breaſt ; 

No dread events upon his fate attend, 

Stream eyes no more, no more thy treſſes rend, 

"Tho? certain omens oft forewarn a ſtate, 

And dying lions ſhow the monarch's fate: 
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why ſhould ſuch fears bid Celia's ſorrow riſe ? 
por when a lap-dog falls no lover dies. 
Ceaſe, Celia, ceaſe ; reſtrain thy flowing tears, 
come warmer paſſion will diſpel thy cares. 
In man you'll find a more ſubſtantial bliſs, 
More grateful toying, and a ſweeter kiſs. 
He's deid. Oh lay him gently in the groutd! 
And may his tomb be by this verſe cenown'd. 
« Here Shock, the pride of all his kind, is laid; 
© Who fawn'd like man, but ne'er like man betray'd, 
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WITH SOME LAMPRETS. 


Waun twas of old the faſbion 
By preſents to convey their paſſion ; 

No matter what the gift they ſent, 

The lady ſaw that love was meant, 

Fair Atalanta, as a fayour, 

Jock the boar's head her hero gave her; 

Nor could the briſtly thing affront her, 

* Fwas a fit preſent from a hunter. 

When ſquires ſend woodcocks to the dame, 

It ſerves to ſhow their abſent flame: 

Some by a ſnip of woven hair, 

In poſied lockets bribe the fair; 

How many mercenary watches | 

Have ſprung from di'mond rings and watches! | 

But hold ring, a watch, a locket, 

Would drain at once a poet's pocket; 

He ſhould ſend ſongs that coſt him nought, 

Nor even be prodigal of thought, 
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MISCELLANIES. 17 
Why then ſend lampreys? fye for ſname! 
'Twill ſet a virgin's blood on flame. 
This to fifteen a proper gift! 
It might lend ſixty-five a lift. 
know your maiden aunt will ſcold, 
And think my preſent ſomewhat bold. 
ſee her lift her hands and eyes : 
© What eat it, niece; eat Spaniſk flies! 
Lamprey's a moſt immodeſt diet: 
* You'll neither wake nor ſleep in quiet. 
* Should I to-night eat ſago-cream, 
Twould make me bluſh to tell my dream; 
* If I cat lobſter, tis ſo warming, 
That ev'ry man I fee looks charming; 
Wherefore had not the filthy fellow 
' Laid Rocheſter upon your pillow ? 
$I vow and ſwear, I think the preſent 
Had been as modeſt and as decent. 
Who has her virtue in her pow'r? 
Each day has its unguarded hour ; 
Always in danger of undoing, 
A prawn, a ſhrimp may prove our ruin! 
© The ſhepherdefs, who lives on ſallad, 
To cool her youth, controuls her palate ; 
Should Dian's maids turn liqu'riſh livers, 
And of huge lampreys rob the rivers, 
Then all beſide each glade and viſto, 
EF You'd ſee nymphs lying like Caliſto. 
The man who meant to heat your blood, 
Need not himſelf ſuch vicious food. 
In this, I own, your aunt is clear, 


ſent you what I well might ſpare ; 
Vor. ll, | B 
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For when I ſee you (without joking) 
Your eyes, lips, breaſts are ſo provoking, 
They ſet my heart more cock-a-hoop, 
Than could whole ſeas of craw-fiſh ſoup. 


＋ 
ON HER 


Paſfion for OLD CHINA: 


HAT exſtaſies her boſom fire! 

How her eyes languiſh with deſire ! 
How bleſt, how happy ſhould I be, 
Were that fond glance beſtow'd on me! 

New doubts and fears within me war; 
What rival's near? a China jar. 

China's the paſſion of her ſoul; 

A cup, a plate, a diſh, a bowl 
Can Kindle wiſhes in her breaſt, 
Inflame with joy, ar break her feſt, 

Some gems collect, ſome medals prize, 
And view the ruſt with lover's eyes; 
dome count the ſtars at midnight hours 
Lome doat on nature's charms in flowers ! on 

Put ev'ry beauty T can trace d 
WW Laura's mind, in Laura's faces 2 

J ſtars are in this brighter ber: 

y lilly and my roſe is here. 

P 2 — 
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Philoſophers, more grave than wiſe, 
Hunt ſcience down in butterflies : 
Or fondly poring on a ſpider, 
Stretch human contemplation wider; 
Foſſils give joy to Galen's ſoul, 
He digs for knowledge, like a mole; 
In ſhells ſo learn'd, that all agree 
No fiſh that ſwims knews more than he! 
In ſuch purſuits if wiſdom lies, 
Who, Laura, ſhall thy taſte deſpiſe ? 
When I ſome antique jar behold, 
Or white, or blue, or ſpeck'd with gold, 

Veſſels ſo pure, and fo refin'd, 

Appear the types of womankind : 
Are they not valu'd for their beauty, 
Too fair, too fine for houſehold- duty? 
With flowers, and gold, and azure dy'd,. 
Of ev'ry houſe the grace and pride ?- 
How white, how poliſh'd is their ſkin, . 
And valu'd moſt when only ſeen! 
She who before was higheſt priz d, 
Is for a crack or flaw deſpis d; 
1 grant they're frail, yet they're ſo rare, 
The treaſure cannot coſt too dear! 
But man is made of coarſer ſtuff, _ 
And ſerves convenience well .enongh; © 
He's a ſtrong earthen veſſel mad, — 
For drudging, labour, toil, and trade 5, , + 
And when wives Joſe their other ſelf, 
With caſe they bear the loſs of delf. 
Huſbands, more covetous than ſage, 
Condemn this. China- buying rage: 
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They count that woman's 8 little, 
Who ſets her heart on things fo brittle. 
But are thoſe wiſe men's inclinations 
Fix'd on more ſtrong, more ſure foundations ? 
Ir all that's frail we muſt deſpiſe, 

No human view or ſcheme is wiſe. 

Are not ambition's hopes as weak ? 

They fwel like bubbles, ſhine and break. 
A courtier's promiſe is ſa light, 

Tis made at noon, and broke at night. 
What pleaſure's ſure ? The miſs you keep 
Breaks hoth your fortune and your ſleep. 
The man who loves a country-life, 
Breaks all the comforts of his wife; 

And if he quit his farm and plow, 

His wife in town may break her vow. 
Love, Laura, love, while youth is warm, 
For each new winter breaks a charm ; 
And woman's not like China ſold, 

But cheaper grows in growing old ; 

Then quickly chuſe the prudent part, 

dr elle you break a 2 faithful heart. 
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Deſ gned for the len bene of Dioxs, 


HERE wasa time (O were thoſe days renew'd!) 
Ere tyrant laws had woman's will ſubdu'd ; 

Then nature rul'd, and love, devoid of art, 
| Spoke the conſenting language of the heart. 
Love uncontroul'd! inſipid, poor delight! 
"Tis the reſtraint that whets our appetite. 
Behold the beaſts who range the foreſts free; 
Behold the birds who fly from tree to tree; | 
In their amours ſee nature's pow'r appear ! 
Ard do thgy love? Yes—one month in the year. 
Were * he pleaſures of the golden reign ? 
And did free nature thus inſtruct the ſwain ? 
1 envy not, ye nympbs, your am rous bowers: 
Such harmleſs ſwains — m ev'n content with ours. 
But yet there's ſomething in theſe ſylvan ſcenes: 
That tells our fancy what the lover means; 
Name but the moſſy bank, and moon-light grove, 
Is there a heart that does not beat with love ? 

To night we treat you with ſuch country-fare, 
Then for your lover's ſake our author ſpare. 
He draws no Hemſkirk-boers, or home-bred clowns, 
But the ſoft ſhepherds of Arcadia's downs, 

When Paris on the three his judgment paſs'd ; 
I bope you'll oun the ſhepberd ſhow'd his taſte ; 
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And Jove, all know, was a good judge of beauty, 
Who made the nymph Caliſta break her duty; 
Then was the country-nymph no aukward thing. 
See what ſtrange revolutions time can bring! 

Yet ſtill methinks our author's fate I dread, 
Were it not ſafer beaten paths to tread 
Of tragedy ; than o'er wide heaths to ſtray, 
And, ſecking ſtrange adventures, loſe his way? 
No trumpet's clangor makes his heroine ſtart, 
And tears the ſoldier from her bleeding heart ; 
He, fooliſh bard ! nor pomp nor ſhow regards. 
| Without the witneſs of a hundred guards, a 
His lovers ſigh their vows.—1f ſleep ſhould take ye, 
He has no battle, no loud Arum to wake ye. 


Yet ſpare him, as he gives you ſomething new. 


What, no ſuch ſhifts ? thers's'danger in't, tis true; 
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AL L in the-Downstherficet;was moor d, 
The ſtresmors aving- in the wid. 
When black»ey/d;aufancameiaboard; !:! 
Oh! where ſtiall Icy: true love find 1. 
Tell me,, ye joviali failats, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among the crew. 


3 II. 4 
William, who high upon the yard, . 82 
Rock'd with the billow to and fro, Th 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, | 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below: Thu 


The cord flides ſwiftly through his glowing hands, Wal 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he ſtands. 


III, 


8o the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, ih 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, Th 
(Tf, chance, his mate's ſhrill call he hear) | 
And drops at once into her neſt. Lov 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, Leſt 


Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweets 


Nis ILAVI EB. 


i 


IV. 


0 Snſan, Sauſah, lovely dear, Hg 
My vows hall ever true remajn ; Ke 
heb me kiſs off that falling tear; 1 151 wy 
W. ly hart to meet again. AS 
* as ye Jiſt, ye winds; my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that Ttill points to thee, 


V. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind: 
They'll tell thee, failors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find. 
Yes, yes, bclieve them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoc'er I go. 


VI. 
If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright. 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory, fo white. 
[Thus ev*ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


VII. 


Though battle call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Though canons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return. 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precions tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 
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VIII. 
The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard: 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head; 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu! ſhe cries z and wav'd her lilly hand. 


THE 


LADY's LAMENTATION, 


A A tx: 


I. 
Hy LLIDA, that lov'd to dream 
In the grove, or by the ſtream; 
Sigh'd on velvet pillbw. - 
| What, alas | ſhould fill her head 
But a fountain or a mead, 
Water and a willow? 


: Il 
Love in cities never dwells, 
He delights in rural cells © 
Which ſweet woodbine covers. 
| What are your aſſemblies then ? 
There, tis true, we ſee more men; 
But much fewer lovers. | 


III. 
Oh, how chang'd the proſpect grows ! 
Flocks and herds to fops and beaux, 
Coxcombs without number ! 
Moon and ſtars that ſhone ſo bright, 
To the torch and waxen light, 
And whole nights at ombre. 
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FV. 
Pleaſant as it is to hear 
Scandal tickling in our ear, 
Rn of our on mothers; / 
In the chit-chat of the day, 
To us is paid, when we're away, 
What ave lent to others. 
| V. 
Though the fav'rite toaſt I reign, 
Wine, they ſay, that prompts. the vein, 
Heightens defamation. ,. 
Muſt I live 'twixt ſpite and fear, 
Ev'ry day grow handſomer, 
And loſe my reputation? 


V 1. 2 
Thus far the fair to ſighs gate way, 
Her empty purſe beſide her lap. 
Nymph, ah, ceaſe thy ſorrow. 
Though curs'd fortune frown to-night : 


This odious town can give delight, 
If you win to-morrow, -. + | 
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DAMON AND CU-PID:. 
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I. 
1 ſun was now withdrawn; 
The ſhepherds home were ſped ;. 
The moon wide o'er the lawn | 
Her ſilver mantle fpread; 
When Damon ſtaid behind, 
And ſaunter'd in the grove, 
Will ne'er a nymph be kind, 
And give me love for love ? 
| : IL, 
Oh ! thoſe were golden hours, 
When Love, devoid of cares, 
In all Arcadia's bow'rs 
| Lodg'd ſwains and nymphs by pairs: 
But now from wood and plain 
Flies every ſprigbtly laſs, 
No joys for me remain, 
In ſhades or on the 3 


The winged boy draws near, 
And thus the ſwain reproves: 


While beauty revell'd here, 
My game lay in the groves; 
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At court I never fail 
To ſcatter round my arrows, 
Men fall as thick as hail ; 
And maidens love like ſparrows. 
SY» + 
Then, ſwain, if me you need, 


Straight lay your ſheep-hook down; 


Throw by your oaten reed, 
And haſte away to town. 
So well 'm known at court, 
None aſks where Cupid dwells; 
But readily reſort 
To ns or Loa bs + 


DAPHNIS AND CHLOE. 


A 8 NO 


1 - | 

APHNIS ſtood penſive in the ſhade, 

Witt: arms acroſs and head reclin'd; 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 

And ſighs reliev'd his love-fick mind: 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay, 
Looks, ſighs, and actions ſeem'd to ſay, 

My Chloe is unkind, 


L 


II. Sus 
Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 
Ye larks, ye linnets, ceaſe your ſtrains ; 
I faintly hear in your ſweet notes, 

My Chloe's voice that wakes my pains : 
Yet why ſhould you your ſong forbear ? 
Your mates delight your ſong to hear, 

But Chloe mine ee 10 

4. * : 3h 
As how he melancholy ſtood, 

Dejected as the lonely dove, 5.44 
Sweet ſounds broke gently vega the wood. 

I feel the ſound; my heart-ſtrings move. 
'Twas not the nightingale that ſung; 
No. Tis my Chloe's ſweeter tongue. 

Hark, hark, what ſays my love! 
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IV, 
How fooliſh is the nymph (ſhe cries) 
Who trifles with her lover's pain! 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in woman's eyes, 
Our artful lips were made to feign. 
© Daphnis, Daphnis, twas my pride, 
*Twas not my heart thy love deny'd, 
Come back, dear youth, again, 


| | | 3 
As t'other day my hand he ſeiz d, 


My blood with thrilling motion flew 5 - 


Sudden I put on looks difpleas'd, 

And haſty from his hold withdrew. 
*T was fear alone, thou ſimple ſwain, 
Then hadſt thou preſt my hand again, 

My heart had yielded too 
Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 

That ſwell'd thy lip and roſy. cheek; 
Think not thy ſill in ſong defam d, 

That lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek: 
Much, much thy muſic I approve; 
Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 

Much more, to hear thee ſpeak. 


VII; 
My heart forebodes that I'mibetray'd,; - 
Daphnis I feat is ever gon; 
Laſt night with Deliz's dog: he play' d, 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt comes on. 


. 
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Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 
My tongue would now my heart obey. 
Ah Chloe, thou art won ! | 
VIII. 
Treybutk Rep d forth with haſty pace; 
And found where wifhing Chloe lay; 
Shame ſudden lighten'd in her face, 
Contus'd, ſhe knew hot what to ſay, 
At laſt in broken words, ſhe cry'd ;- 
To-morrow you in vain had try'd, 
But I am loſt to-day !: 


ii 
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> 
T the cloſe of the day, 

When the bean-flow'r and hay 
Breath'd odours-in every wind: 
Love enliven'd the veins 
Of the damſels and ſwains; 

Each glance and each action. was kind. 
II. 
Molly, wanton and free. 
Kiſs'd, and ſat on each knee, 
Fond eeſtaſy ſwam. in her eyes. 
See, thy mother is near, 
Hark! ſhe calls thee to hen 
What age and experience adviſe. 
III. 
Haſt thou ſeen the blithe dove 
Stretch her neck to her love, 
All gloſſy with purple and "Romy 
If a kiſs he obtain, 
She returus it again: | 
What follows, you need not be tokd. 
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IV. 
{Look ye, mother, ſhe cryd, 
You inſtru me in pride, | 
And men by good manners are won : 
'She who trifles with alt Tod 
Is 4efs likely Fin 14 
Than he who but trifles with one. 
V. 
Prithee, Molly, be wiſe, 
'Leſt by ſuddea ſarpriſe'* © 
Love ſhould tingle in ev'ry vein ; 
Take a ſhepherd for Liſe, 
And when. once you're a wife, m= 
You * may trifle again, 
VI. 


Molly, Cmiliog, reply d, 

Then Fll ſoon be a bride ; 

Old Roger bas gold in his cheſt 8 
But I thought all you wives | 
joſe a man for your lives; - | - | 
And trifled no more with the reſt. 
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Wlruur⸗ —— of abe 1 Arby) 
Or wy glad cyes enjoy-revolving day, 

Still Nature's various face infotm my ſenſe: 

Of an all-wiſe, all poherful Providence. 
When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhade of night, 

And ſhikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 

Colour returns, tbe plains their liv'ry wear, 

And a bright: verdure clothes the ſmiling. year; 

The blooming flow'rs with op'ning beauties glow, 

And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow, 

The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, 

And a pure azure arches o'er the ſkies, 

But when the gloomy. reign of night returns, 

Stript of ber fading pride all Nature mourns : 

he trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 


Put weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt ; 


ht, 
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No diſtant lapdſcapes dra. our curious eyes, 
Wrapt in Night's rabe the whole creatian lie-. 
Yet ſtill, even now, while darkneſs clothes the land, 
We view the traces of th! Almighty hand; | 
Millions of ſtars in beav/n's wide vault appear, 
And with new glaries hang the boundleſs ſphere: 
The fitver moon her weſtern couch forſakes, 

And o'er the ſkies her nightly circle makes, 

Her folid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 

And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 
Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend, 
Are ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 


fan may conjefture, and new ſchemes declare, 
Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are; 


But this we know, that Heaven's eternal King, 
Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 
1 at his word bid num'rous worlds appear, 
ind rifing worlds th' all-pow'rful word ſhall hear, 
When'to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 
o other lands a riſing day he lends, 
he ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe ; 
tefreſt'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 
And bids the plough correct the fallow ſoil. 
While we in fleep's embraces waſte the night, 
The elimes oppos'd enjoy meridian light : 
id when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes, 
With us again the roſy morning wakes ; 
lazy ſleep the night rolls ſwift away, 
nd neither clime laments his abſent ray. 
When the pure ſoul is from the body flown, 
d more ſhall night's alternate reign be known? 
h G3 
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The ſun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow zm 
But from th' Almighty ſtreams of glory flows © 
Oh, may ſome nobler thought my fout employ;.. 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy! 
The ſtars ſhall drop, the ſun ſhall loſe his flame, - 

But thou, O God, for ever ſnine the ſame. 
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RE the. ie of the 8 
Ere kindling light th' Almighty word obey'd, . 

Thou wert; and when the ſubterrancous flame 
Shall burſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 
From angry Heaven when the keen lightning flies, 
When fervent heat diſſolves the melting ſkies, 
Thou ſtill ſhalt be; till as thou wert before, 
And knew o change; when time ſhall be no more. 
O endleſs thought! divine eternity! 
Th' immortal ſoul ſtares but a part of thee ; 
For thou wert preſent when our life began, 
When the warm duſt ſhot up in-breathing man, 
Ah! what is life? with ills encompaſs'd round, 
Amidſt our hopes Fate firikes the ſudden wound: 
To-day the ſtateſman of new-honour dreams, 
To-morrow Death deſtroys his airy ſchemes ; 
Is mouldy treaſure in thy-cheſt conſia d? 
Think all that treaſure thou muſt leave behind; 


Thy heir with ſmiles ſhall view thy blazon'd herſe, 


Aud al thy hoards with laviſh hand diſperſe. 
C 4 
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Should certain fate th* impending blow delay, 
Thy % will ſieken and thy bloom decay; 
Then f age will all thy nerves difarm, 

No more thy blood its narrow channels warm. 
Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan, 
To ſuffer life beyond the date of man? 

The virtuous ſoul purſues a nobler aim, 

And life regards but as a fleeting dream : 

She longs to wake, and wiſhes to get free, 
To launch from earth into eternity. 

For while the boundleſs theme extends our thought, 
Ta. thouſand hoe A years are aer 
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LIFE is a jeſt, 10d al wings flaw it; 
1.thought i Gag, but neger . 5 
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iN TWO PARTS. 


"TP 
HIS ERR NESS; 


W I 1 L. 1 A”: I, 


Duke of CoumpaRLAann, 


THESE NEW FABLES, 


INVENTED FOR HIS AMUSEMENT, 
Are humbly dedicated, by 
HIS HIGHNESS's 


Moſt faithful d 


Moft obedient ſervant; 
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INT R o Do 1 1 oO N. 


The SHEPHERD and the PHILOSOPHER: 


EMO TE from cities liv'd a Swain, 
. Unvex'd with all the cares of gain; 

His head was filver'&.o'er with age, 

And long experience made him ſage; 

ln fſammer's heat and wititer's cold 

He fed his flock and penn'd the fold; 

His hours in chearful labour flew, 

Nor envy nor ambition knew; 

His wiſdom and his honeſt fame 

Through all the country rais'd bis name. 

A deep Philoſopher (whoſe rules 
Of moral life were drawn from ſchools); 


1 INTRODUCTION. 


The Shepherd's homely cottage ſought, 
And thus explor'd his reach of thought. 

 - Whence- is thy learning? Hath thy toll 

Oer books conſum'd the miqnight-eil ? 

Haſt thou old Greece and Rome ſurvey d, 

And the vaſt ſenſe of Plato weigh'd ? 

Hath Socrates'thy foul refin'd, 

And haſt thou fathom'd. Tully's mind? 

Or, like the wiſe Ulyſſes thrown 

By various fates on realms nnknown, 

Haſt thou through many cities ſtray d, 

Their cuſtoms, laws, add manners weigh'd i 
The Shepherd modeſtly reply'd, 

Ine er the paths of learning try'd; 

Nor have Itrohm'di in foreign parts 

To read mankind, their laws and arts; 

For man is practis'd in diſguiſe, 

He cheats the moſt diſcerning eyes : 

Who by that ſearch ſhall wiſer grow, 

When we ourſelves can never know ? 

The little knowledge I have gain d., 

Was all froin ſimple nature drain do 

Hence my life's maxims took their riſe, 

Hence grew my ſettled hate to vice. 
The daily labours of the bee 

Awake my ſoul to induſtry. 

Who can obſerve the careful ant, 

And not provide for future want? 

My dog (the truſtieſt of his kind) 

With gratitude inflames my mind: 

I mark his true, his faithful way, 

And in my ſervice copy Tray. 


' 
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in conſtancy, and nuptial love, 

learn my duty from the dove. 

The hen, who from. the chilly air 

With pious wing protedts her care, 

And ev'ry fowl that flies at large, 5 

Inſtructs me in a parent's charge. 
From nature too [ take my rule, 

To ſhun-contempt and ridicule. 

| never with important air 

In converſation overbear, 

Can grave and formal paſs for wiſe, 

When men the ſolemn owl deſpiſe ? 

My tongue within-my lips I rein; 

For who talks much, muſt talk in-yain. 

We from the wordy torrent fly : 

Who liſtens to the chatt” ring pye ? 

Nor would I, with felonious ſleight, 

By ſtealth invade my neighbour's right. 

Rapacious animals we hate-: 


Kites, hawks, and wolves deſerve their fate. 


Do not we juſt abhorrenee find 
Agaioſt the toad and ſerpent kind? 
But envy, calumny, and ſpite, 

bear ſtronger venom in their bite. 
Thus ev'ry object of creation 

a furniſh hints to contemplation; 
And from the moſt minute and mean 
\ virtuous mind can morals glean. 
Thy tame is juſt, the Sage replies; 
hy virtue proves thee truly wiſe. 
Pride often guides the author's pen, 
looks as affected are as men? 
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But he who ſtudies nature's la , 
From certain truth his makims draw; 
And thoſe, without or ſchools, ſuffi ce 
To make men morel, good, and wik, | 


* 
* 


To HIS HICHNESS, 


WILLIAM Duke of Cumberland. 


The LION, the Trek, and the TRAVELLER. | 


CCEPT, young PRINCE, the moral lay, 
And in theſe tales mankind ſurvey ; 
With early virtues plant your breaſt, 
The ſpecious arts of vice deteſt. 

Princes, like beauties, from their. youth. 
Are ſtrangers to the voice of truth, _ 
Learn to contemn all praiſe betimes; 

For flattery's the nurſe of crimes; 
Friendſhip by ſweet reproof is 3 
(A virtue never near a throne), 

In courts ſuch freedom muſt. offend, 
There none preſumes to be a friend. 
To thoſe of your exalted. ſtation 

Each courtier is a dedication 4 / .. - 
Muſt I tos flatter like the, ANY 
And turn my morals to a jeſt? 

The Muſe diſdains to ſteal from thoſe, 


Who thrive in courts by fulſome proſe, 
Vo L. II. 
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But ſhall I hide your real praiſe, 

Or tell you what a nation ſays ? 

They in your infant-boſom trace 

The virtues of your Royal race ; 

In the fair dawuing of your mind 
Diſeern you gen tous, mild, and kind: 
They {ee you grieve to hear diſtreſs, 

And pant already to redreſs. 

Go on, the height of good attain, 

Nor let a nation hope in Yain. K 4 
For hence we juſtly may preſage a 
The virtues of a riper age. 

True courage ſhall your boſom fire, 

And future actions own your fire, 
Cowards are cruel; hut the brave 
Love mercy, and delight to ſave. 


ö 
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A Tyger, roaming for his prey, 
Sprung on a Trav'ler in the way; 
The proſtrate game a Lion ſpies, 
And on the greedy tyrant flies. 
With mingled roar refounds the wood; 
Their teeth, their cl&s diſtil with blood; 
Till, vanquiſh'd by the Lion's ſtrength, 
The ſpotted foe extends his length, 
The man beſought the ſhaggy lord, 
And on his kaces for life implor'd: 
His life the gen'rous hero gave. 
Together walking to his cave, 

The Lion thus beſpoke his gueſt. 
What. n beaſt thalt dare bun 
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My matchleſs ſtrength ! You ſaw the fight, 
And mult atteſt my pow'r and right. 

Forc'd to forego their native home, 

My ſtarving ſlaves at diſtance roam; 

Within theſe woods I reign alone, 

The bouudleſs foreſt is my own. 

Bears, wolves, and all the ſavage brood, 


Have dy'd the regal den with blood. 
Theſe carcaſes on either hand, 


Thoſe bones that whiten all the land, 

My former deeds and triumphs tell, 

Beneath theſe jaws what numbers fell. 
True, ſays the man, the ſtrength l ſaw 

Might well the brutal nation awe : 

But ſhall a monarch, brave like you, 

Place glory in ſo falſe a view? 

Robbers invade their neighbour's right. 

Be lov d: Let juſtice bound your might. 

Mean are ambitious heroes boaſts 

Of waſted lands and ſlaughter'd hoſts. 

Pirates their power by murders gain, 

Wiſe kings by love and mercy reign. 

To me your clemency hath ſhoſn 

The virtue worthy of a throne. 

Heav'n gives you power above the reſt, 

Like Heav'n to ſuccour the diſtreſt. 
The caſe is plain, the monarch ſaid, 

Falſe glory hath my youth miſled; 

For beaſts of prey, a ſervile train, 

Have been the flatt'rers of my reign. 

Yvu reaſon well. Yet tell me, friend, 

Did ever you in courts attend: 


D 2 


For all my fawning rogues agree 
That human heroes rule like me. 


FA Boo . . 


The SPANIEL and the CAMELEON. 
Spaniel, bred with all the care 

That waits upon a fav'rite heir, 
Neer felt correction's rigid hand; 
Indulg'd to diſobey com mand, 
In pamper'd eaſe his hours were ſpent: 
He never knew what learning meant. 
Such forward airs, ſo pert, ſo ſmart, 
Were ſure to won his lady's heart: 
Each little miſchief gain'd him praiſe, 
How pretty were his fawning ways! 


The wind was ſouth, the morning fair, 
He ventures forth to lake the air, 
He ranges all the meadow round, 
And rolls upon the ſofteſt ground: 
When near him a Cameleon ſeen, 
Was ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from the green. 
Dear emblem of the flatt'ring hoſt ; 

What, live with clowns! a genius loſt! 
To cities and the court repair; 

A fortune cannot fail thee there: 
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Preferment ſhall thy talents crown. 

Believe me, friend; | know the town, 
Sir, ſays the fycophant, like you, 

Of old, politer life I knew : 

Like you, a courtier born and bred, 

Kings lean'd their ear to what I ſaid. 

My whiſper always met ſucceſs ; 

The ladies prais'd me for addreſs, 

I knew to hit each courtier's paſſion, 

And flatter'd every vice in faſhion, 

But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 

At once cut ſhort my proſp'rous days; 

And, ſentenc'd to retain my nature, 

Transform'd me to this crawling creature. 

Doom' d to a life obſcure and mean, 

| wander in the ſylvan ſcene. 

For Jove the heart alone regards; 

He puniſhes what man rewards, 

How diff rent is thy caſe. and mine! 

With men at leaſt you ſup and dine; 

While I, condemn'd to thinneſt fare, 

Like thoſe I flatter'd, feed on air 
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The MoTarR, the NuRsE, and the Falk v. 


IVE me a ſon. The bleſſing ſent, 

FI Were ever parents more content? 
How partial are their doating eyes! 
No child is half ſo fair and wiſe, 
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Wak'd to the morning's pleaſing care, 
The Mother roſe, aud ſought her heir. 
She ſaw the Nurſe, like one poſleſs'd, 
With wringiog hands, and ſobbing breaſt. 

Sure ſome diſaſter has befel: 

Speak, Nurſe, 1 hope the boy is well. | 

Dear Madam, think not me to blame; F 
Inviſible the Fairy came: | 
Your precious babe js hence convey 'd, 
And in the place a changeliug laid I 
Where are the father's mouth and noſe, ., 
The mother's eyes as black as floes? 
See here, a ſhocking aukward creature, 
That ſpeaks a fool in ey'ry feature. 
The woman's blind, the Mother cries ; 

I ſce wit ſparkle in his eyes. 

Lord! Madam, wbat a ſquinting Jour: 
No doubt the Fairy bath been here. 

Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, a pigmy ſprite | 
Pops through the, key-hole, ſwift as light; 
Perch'd on the cradle's top he ſtands, - 
And thus her folly reprimands. 

Whence ſprung the vain conceited lie, 
That we the world with fools ſupply ? 
What! give, our ſprightly race away,” 

For the dull helplefs ſons of Clay! 

Beſides, by partial fondneſs ſhown, 

Like you we doat upon our own, 

Where yet was ever found a mother, 
Who'd give her booby for another? 
And ſhould we change with human breed, | 
Well might we paſs for fools indeed, 
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The EAGLE, and the Hemd of ANIMALS. 
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Survey d the worlds beneath the ſky, 


From this ſmall ſpeck of earth were ſent, 
Murmurs and ſounds of diſcontent : 
For ev'ry thing alive complain'd, 
That he the hardeſt life ſuſtain'd. 

Jove calls his Eagle, At the word 
Before him ſtands the royal bird. 
| The bird, obedient, from heay'n's height, 
Downward directs his rapid flight ; | 
Then cited ev'ry living thing, 
To hear the mandates of his king. 

Ungrateful creatures, whence ariſe 
| Theſe murmurs which offend the ſkies 2 
Why this diſorder ? ſay the cauſe; 
For juſt are Jove's eternal laws. 
Let each his diſcontent reveal. 
To yon ſour dog I firſt appeal. | 

Hard is my lot, the hound replies. 
On what fleet nerves the greyhound flics ! 
While 1, with weary ſtep, and flow, 

Oer plains, and vales, and mountains go. 
The morning ſees my chace begun, 
Nor ends it till the ſetting ſun. 
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When (ſays the greyhound) 1 purſue, 
My game is loſt, or caught in view; 
Beyond my ſight the prey's ſecuſe. 
The hound is ſlow, but always ſure. 

And had I his ſagacious ſcent, 
Jove ne'er had heard my diſcontent. 
The lion crav'd the fox's art; 
The fox, the lion's force and heart: 
The cock implor'd the pigeon's flight, = 
Whoſe wings were rapid, ſtrong, and light: 
The pigeon ſtrength of wing deſpis'd, 
And the cock's matchleſs valour priz'd : 
The fiſhes with'd to graze the plain; 
The beaſts, to ſkim beneath the main. 
Thus, envious of another's ſtate, _. 

Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 
The bird of hear 'n then ery'd aloud, 
Jove bids diſperſe the murm' ring oroud 

The god rejects your idle prayers. 
Would ye, rebellious mutincers, . 
Entirely change your name and nature;. 
And be the very envy'd creature: 
What, ſilent all, and none conſent ? 

Be happy then, and learn content: 
Nor imitate the reſtleſs mind, 


And proud ambition of mankind. Inſen 
| Becau 
fad Fo noy 


Give 
For it 
he t 
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The WII D-BoAR and the RAM. 
GAINST an elm a ſheep was ty'd, 

The butcher's knife in blood was dy'd :: 
The patient flock, in ſilent fright, 

From far beheld the horrid fight. 
A ſavage Boar, who near them ſtood, 
Thus mock'd- to ſcorn the fleecy brood. 

All cowards ſhould be ſerv'd like you. 
See, ſee, your murd'rer is in view: ; 
With purple hands, and reeking knife, 
He ſtrips the ſkin yet warm with life. 
Your quarter'd ſires, your bleeding dams, 
The dying bleat of harmleſs lambs, 
Call for revenge. O ſtupid race! 
The heart that wants revenge, is baſe. 

I grant, an ancient Ram replies, 
We bear no terror in our eyes: 
Vet think us not of ſoul ſo tame, 
Which no repeated wrongs inflame; 
Infenfible of ev'ry ill, 
Becauſe we want thy tuſks to kill, 
now, thoſe who vialence purſue, | 
Give to themſelves the vengeance due; 
For in theſe maſſacres they find 
he two ebief plagues that waſte mankind. 
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Our ſkin ſupplies the wrangling bar, 

It wakes their ſlumb'ring ſons to war; 

And well revenge may reſt contented, | 
Since drums and parchment were invented. 
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N N- wind was high, the window ſhakes ; 
With ſudden ſtart the Miſer wakes. | 
Along the ſilent room he ſtalks ; 1 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks: : 
Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries, 0. | 
In every creck and corner pries; 
Then opes the cheſt with treaſure for a, 
And ſtands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaſt. 
By conſcience ſtung, he wildly ſtares; © 
And thus his guilty ſoul declare. 
Had the deep earth her ſtores confin'd, 
This heart had known ſweet peace of mind. ; 
But virtue's ſold. Good gods! what price 
Can recompenſe the pangs of vice! ' 
O bane of good! ſeducing cheat! 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat? | 
Gold baniſh'd honour from the mind, 
And only nr the name behind; 
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old ſow'd the world with ev*ry ill; 
Gold taught the murd'rer's ſword to kill 4 
[was gold inſtructed coward- hearts, 
n treach'ry's more pernicions arts. 
bo can recount the miſchiefs o'er ? 
irtue reſides on earth no more! 

He ſpoke, and ſigh'd. In angry mood, 
Plutus, his god, before him ſtood. | 
he Miſer trembling, lock'd his cheſt : 
be Viſion frown'd, and thus addreſt. 
Whence is this vile ungrateful rant ? 
Fach fordid raſcal's daily cant. 
id 1, baſe wretch, corrupt mankind ? 
be ſault's in thy rapacious mind. 
cauſe my bleſſings are abns'd, 

luſt | be cenſur'd, curs'd, accus'd? 
vn virtue's ſelf by knaves is made 

cloak to carry on the trade; 

nd power (when lodg'd in their poſſeſſion) 
nous tyranny, and rank oppreſſion. 
Thus, when the villain crams his cheſt, 

old is the canker of the breaſt ; 
lis av'rice, inſolence, and pride, 

nd ev ry ſhocking vice beſide. 
but when to virtuous hands 'tis given, 
t bleſſes, like the dews of Heaven 
ke Heay'n it hears the orphan's cries, 
nd wipes the tears from widows eyes. 

heir crimes on gold ſhall miſers lay, 
ho pawn'd their ſordid ſouls for pay ? 

et bravo's then (when blood is ſpilt) 
/pbraid the paſſive ſword with guilt. 
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Tbe Lion, the Fo x, and the GEESE. 


Lion, tir'd with ſtate-affairs, 

Quite ſick of pomp, and worn with cares, 

Reſol vd (remote from noiſe and ſtrife) 

In peace to paſs his latter life. | 

It was proclaim'd ; the day was ſet : 
Behold the gen'ral council met. | 

The Fox was viceroy nam'd. The croud 

To the new regent humbly bow'd. 

Wolves, bears, and mighty tygers bend, 

And ſtrive who molt ſhall condeſcend. 

He ſtrait aſſumes a ſolemn grace, 

Collects his wiſdom in his face. 

The croud admire his wit, his ſenſe; 

Each word hath weight and conſequence. 

The flatt' rer all his art diſplays. _ 

He who hath pow'r, is ſure of praiſe. 

A fox ſtept forth before the reſt, 

And thus the ſervile throng addreſt. 
Ho vaſt his talents, born to rule, 

And train'd in virtue's honeſt ſchool ! 

What clemency his temper ſways ! 

How uncorrypt are all his ways ! 

Beneath his conduct and command 

Rapine ſhall ceaſe to waſte the land. 
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flis brain hath ſtratagem and art; 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart. 

What bleſſings muſt attend the nation 
Under this good adminiftration {! 

He ſaid, A gooſe, who diſtant ſtood, 
Harangu'd apart the cackling-brood. 
Whene'er I hear a knave commend, 

He bids me ſhun his worthy friend. 

What praiſe ! what mighty commendation ! 
But twas a fox who ſpoke th' oratien, 
Foxes this government may prize, 

As gentle, plentiful, and wiſe. 

If they enjoy theſe ſweets, *tis plain 

we geeſe mult feel a tyrant reign. 

What havock now ſhall thin our race, 
When ev'ry petty clerk in place, 

To prove his taſte, and ſeem polite, | 
Will feed on geeſo both noon and night! 


YA. BL E VIII. 


The Lapy and the WAsp. 


THAT whiſpers muſt the beauty bear! 
What hourly nonſenſe haunts her ear 
Where'er her eyes diſpenſe their charms, 
npertinencce around her ſwarms. 

did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, 

ontempt and ſcorn might look diflike ; 
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Forbidding airs might thin the place, 


M 
The lighteſt flap a fly can chace, 5 Tt 
But who can drive the num'rous breed ? 


Chaſe one, another wHll ſucceed. 

Who knows a foal, muſt know his brother ; 

One fop will recommend another: 

And with this plague ſhe's rightly curſt, 
Becauſe ſhe liſten'd to the firſt. 


As Doris, at her toilette's duty, 
Sat meditating on her. beauty, 

She now was penſive, now was gay, 

And loll'd the ſultry hours away. 
As thus in indolence ſhe lies, 

A giddy waſp around her flies. 

He now advances, now retires, 

Now to her neck and check aſpires. 

Her fan in vain defends her charms ; 

Swift he returns, again alarms ; 

For by repulſe he bolder grew, 

Perch'd on her lip, and ſipt the dew. 
She frowns, ſhe frets, Good gods! ſhe cries, 

Protect me from theſe teazing flies! 

Of all the plagues that heav'n hath ſent, 

A waſp is moſt impertinent, _ 

The hov'ring inſect thus complain'd. 
Am I then lighted, ſcorn'd, diſdain'd.? 
Can ſuch offence your anger wake ? 
"Twas beauty caus'd the bold miſtake. 
Thoſe cherry lips that breathe perfume, 

That check fo ripe with youthful bloom, 
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Made me with ſtrong deſire purſue 
The faireſt peach that ever grew. 
Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 
Nor murder waſps like vulgar flies; 
For though he's free (to do him right) 
The creature's civil and polite, 
In exſtaſies away he poſts; 
Where'er he came the favour boaſts:. 
Brags how her ſweeteſt tea he ſips, 
And ſhews the ſugar on his lips. 
The hint alarm'd the forward crew ;, 
Sure of ſucceſs, away they flew, 
They ſhare the dainties of the day, 
Round her with airy muſic play; _ 
And now they flutter, now they reſt, 
Now ſoar again, and ſkim her breaſt. 
Nor were they baniſh'd, till ſhe found 
bat waſps bave ſtings, and felt the wound. 
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The BULL and the MASTIFF, 


EEK you to train your fay'rite boy?. 
J Each caution, ev'ry care employ ; 

nd ere you venture to confide, 

t his preceptor's heart be try'd ; | 
ſeigh well his manners, life, and ſcope; 

in theſe depends thy future hope, 
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As on a time, in peaceful reign, 
A Bull enjoy'd the flow'ry plain, 
A Maſtiff paſs'd;; inflam'd with ire, 
His eye-balls ſhot indignant fire; 
He foam'd, he rag'd with thirſt of blood. 


Spurning the ground the monarch ſtood, 


' Androar'd aloud. Suſpend the fight; 
In a whole ſkin, go, ſleep to- night: : 
Or tell me, ere the battle rage, 
What wrongs provoke thee to engage ? * 
Is it ambition fires _—_ breaſt, 
Or avarice, that ne'er can reſt? 
From theſe alone unjuſtly ſprings 
The world-deſtroying wrath of kings. 
I be ſurly maſtiff thus returns. 
Within my boſom glory burns. 
Like heroes of cternal name, 
Whom poets fing, L fight for fame. 
The butcher's ſpirit-ſtirring mind, 
To daily war my youth inclin'd ; 
He train'd me to heroic dced ; 


Taught me to gonquer, on to bleed... 


Curs'd dog, the bull reply'd, no more 
] wonder at thy thirſt of gore; 
For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whoſe hands with cruelty are ftain'd; 
His daily murders in thy view) 
Muſt, like thyttutor, blood purſue. 5 


Take then thy fate; With gering wound, | 


At once he lifts him from-the lM 
Aloft the ſprawling hero flies, 
Mangled he falle, he howls, and dies. 


. * * 
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The ELeruAxT and the Nate 


HE mam who, with, ondaunted toil, 
Sails unknown ſcas, to unknown ſoils, 
With various wonders feaſts his ſight ; 
What ſtranger wonders does he write! 
We read, and in deſcription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew; 7: 
For, when we riſk no contradiction, AY 
k prompts the tongue to deal in fiction. 
Thoſe things that ſtartle me or you, 
Igrant are ſtrange ; yet may be true. 
Who doubts that clephants are found 
For ſcience and for ſenſe.renown'd ?. 
Borri records their ſtrength of. parts, 
Extent of thought, and ſkill in arts; 
How they perform the law's deerees, 
and ave the ſtate the hangman's fees; 
And how by travel. underſtand 
The language of another land. 
Let thoſe who queſtion this report, 
0 Pliny's ancient page reſort. 
flow learn'd was that ſagacious breed! 
ho now (like them) the Greek can read ! 
As one of theſe, in days of yore, 
ummag'd a ſhop of learning o'er ; 
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Not, like our modern dealers, minding 
Only the margin's breadth and binding; 
A book his curious eye detains, 

Where, with exacteſt care and pains, 
Were ev'ry beaſt and bird portray'd, 
That &er the ſearch of man ſurvey'd. 


Their natures and their powers were writ, Bl. 


With all the pride of human wit. 
The page he with attention ſpread, 
And thus remark'd on what he read. 
Man with ſtrong reaſon is endu'd; 
A beaſt ſcarce inſtin& is allow'd. 
But let this author's wit be try'd, 
Tis plain that neither was his guide. 
Can he diſcern the diff rent natures, 


And weigh the pow'r of other creatures, | 


Who by the partial work hath ſhown 
He knows ſo little of his own? 

How falſcly is the ſpaniel drawn ! 

Did man from him-firſt learn to fawn ? 
A dog proficient in the trade! | 
He the chief flatt'rer nature made 
Go, man, the ways of courts diſcern, 
You'll find a ſpaniel yet might learn, 
How can the fox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenſure, or his wonder ? 
From courtiers tricks, and lawyer's arts, 
The fox might well improve his parts. 
The lion, wolf, and tyger's brood, 

He curſes, for their thirſt of blood : 

But is not man to man a prey? 
Beaſts kill for bunger, men for pay. 
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The bookſeller, who heard him ſpeak, 
And ſaw him turn a page of Greek, 
Thought, what a genius have I found! 
Then thus addreſs'd with bow profound. 

Learn'd Sir, if you'd employ your pen 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs ſons of men, 

Or write the hiſtory of Siam, 

No man is better pay than I am; 

Or, ſince you're learn'd in Greek, let's ſee 
Something againſt the Trinity. 

When wrinkling with a ſneer his trunk, 
Friend, quoth the elephant, you're drunk; 
Een keep your money, and be wiſe: 
Leave man on man to-criticiſe 
For that you neꝰ er can want a pen 
Among the ſenſeleſs ſons of men. 

They unprovok'd will court the fray; 
Envy's a ſharper ſpur than pay. 

No author ever ſpar'd a brother; 

Wits are game · cocks to one another. 
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The Pracock, the Ton Ex, and the Goost. 


| N beauty faults conſpictious grow 3 
L The ſmalleſt ſpeck is ſeen on ſno w. 
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As near a barn, by hunger led; 
A peacock with the poultry-fed ; 1 
All view'd him with an envidus eye, 
And mock'd his gaudy pagrantry. ' 
He, conſeious of ſaperior merit, 
Contemns their baſe reviling e 
His ſtate and dignity aſſumes 
And to the ſun diſplays his al; | 
Which, like:the heay'n's:6'er=arching ſkies, 
ArApangled with a thouſand eyes 
The circling, rays, and varied light,, 
At once confound their-dazzled ſight: 
On ev'ry tongue detraction burns, 
And malice prompts thein ſpleen hy turns. 
Mark, with what inſqlence and pride 
The creature takes his haughty ſtride, 
The turkey cries. Can ſpleen contain? 
Sure never bird was half fo vaid! 
But, were intrinſic merit ſeen; 
We turkeys have the-whiter-ſkign.. 


From tongue to tongue they caught abuſe; 


And next was heard the hiſſin g gooſe. 
What hideous legs ! what filthy claws! 

I ſcorn to cehfare lintte fla css. 7 
Then what a horrid ſqualing throat! | 
Ev'n owls are frighted at the note. 
True. _ Thoſe are faults, the peacock cries 3 
My Tcream, my ſhanks you may defpiſe: 
But ſuch blind critics rail i © vain. 

What, overlook ;n5radiant trains 

Know, did my es tay 
The turkey or the gooſe Rapport, 
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And did ye ſeream with harſher found, 
Thoſe faults in you had ne'er been found: 
To all apparent beauties blind, - 

| Hock blemiſh ſtrikes an envious mind. 


Thus in aſlemblies have Iſeen 


A nymph of brighteſt charms and mien, | 
Wake envy in each ugly face; 


And buzzing feandal fills the place. 
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8 Cupid in Cythera's grore 
Employ' d the leſſer powers of love; 

Some ſhape the bow, or fit che ſtring; 
zome give the taper ſhaft its wing, 
Or turn the poliſh'd quiver's mold, 
Or head the darts with temper'd gold; 

Amidſt their toil and various care, 
Thus Hymen, with aſſuming air, 
Addreſs'd the god. Thou purblind chit, 
Of aukward and ill-judging wit, 
If matches are no better made, | 
At once I mult forſwear my trade. ; 
You ſend me ſuch ill-coupled folks, 
-WThat tis a ſhame to ſell them yokes. 
They Tquabble for a pin, a feather, 
ing wonder how they came together. 
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Cu rip, HrMERN, and Plurus. 
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The huſband's ſilent, dogged, ſhy ; 

The wife grows flippant in reply. | 
He loves command, and due reſtriction; 
And ſhe as well likes contradiction : 

She never laviſhly ſubmits; 

She'll have her will, or have her fits. 
He this way tugs, ſhe t' other draws; 
The man grows jealous, and with cauſe. 
Nothing can ſave him but diyorce ; 

And here the wife complies of courſe, 

When, ſays the boy, had I to do- 
With cither your affairs, or you ? 

1 never idly ſpend my darts; 
You trade in mercenary hearts, 
For ſettlements the lawyer's feed ;. 
Is my hand witneſs to the deed 2 
If they like cat and dog agree, 

Go rail at Plutus, not at me. 

Plutus appear d, and ſaid, 'Tis. true, 
In marriage gold is all their view: 
They ſeek not beauty, wit, or ſenſe; 
And love is ſeldom the pretence. 
All offer incenſe at my ſhrine, 

And I alone the bargain ſign, 
How can Belinda blame her fate ? 
She only aſk'd a great eſtate. _ 
Doris was rich enough, tis true; 
Her Lord muſt give her title too: 
 Andev'ry man, or rich or poor, 
A fortune aſks, and alks no more. 
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Av'rice, whatever ſhape it bears, 
Mult (till be coupled with its cares. 
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The lame STAG. 


A a young Stag the thicket paſt, 
The branches held his antlers faſt; 
A clown, who ſaw the captive hung, 
Acroſs the horns his halter flung. 

Now ſafely hamper'd in the cord, 
He hore the preſent to his lord. | 
His lord was pleas'd ; as was the clown, 
When he was tipt with half a crown. 
The Stag was brought before his wife; 
The tender lady begg'd his life. 

How ſleek the ſkin! how ſpeck'd like ermine ! 
Sure never creature was ſo charming ! 

At firſt within the yard confin'd, 

He flies and hides from all mankind ; 
Now bolder grown, with fix'd amaze 
And diſtant awe preſumes to gaze ; 
Munches the linen on the lines, 

And on a hood or apron dines: 

He ſteals my little maſter's bread, 
Follows the ſervants to be fed: 
Nearer and nearer now he ſtands, - 
To feel the praiſe of patting hands; 
E 4 
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Examines ev'ry fiſt for meat, 


And though repuls'd, diſdains rettet: | 1755 
Attacks again with levell'd horns; 


And man, that was his terror, ſcorns. 


Such is the country maidey' s fright, 7 
When firſt a red- coat is in fight; 
Behind the door ſhe hides her face; 
Next time at diſtance, eyes the lace. 
She now can all his terrors ſtand, 


Nor from his ſqueeze withdraws her band. 
She plays familiar in his arms, 92 


And every ſoldier bach his charms, 


From tent to tent he fpreads her flame; * 


For cuſtom conquers fear and ſhame, 
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The nenen; wh bad Mt the 4 
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Reſoly'd to vile forcign:climes? 
For men in Rant SHO eee * AKON 


To bring politer manners hame, 
80 forth he fares, all toil defies -: 
Misfortune ſerves to make us wiſe. · 
At length the treach/roys ſaare was 7 5 
Poor Pug was caught, to town convey'd, 
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There fold. (How enyy'd, le a os 


Made captive i in a lady's room) 
$ 1 
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Proud as a lover of;Hhis-bhaibs, © 

He day by day her favour agg . 5 
Whene'er the duty of the day, 7 UU 2 
The toilette calls; with mimie Fol wat: 


He twirles her know he cracks her an, * 
Like any other Gentleman. 4 28 


In viſits too his parts aud wit, 
When jeſts grew dull, were ele, 
Proud with applauſe, Damme mind 
In ev'ry courtly. art rein d-! 
Like Orpheus bpcat with public gal, 
To civilize the monkey π rede 
So watch d ocaaſion, broke his. chain, 
And ſought his native woods again. 
The hairy ſylvans round him W, 
Aſtoniſh'd at his ſtrat and dreſs, 
Some praiſe his ſleeve; and others gow. 
Upon his rich embroiger'd coat: 
His dapper periwig commending, 
With the black tail behind depending; 
His powder'd back, above, below, / 
Like hoary froſts, or-fleecy r > 1 vs 
But all; wich envy and defire, 
His flutt'ring ſhoulder-xuot een _ 24:3" 
Hear and improve, he pertly<cries 3 
I come to make a nation wiſe. | 
Weigh your own worth; ſupport your place, 
The next in rank to human race. 
In cities long I paſs'd my days, 
Convers'd with men, and learn'd their ways. 
Their dreſs, their courtly manners ſee; 


Reform your A and copy ine, 
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Seek ye to thrive? In flatt'ry deal; 

Your ſcorn, your hate, with that conceal. 

Seem only to regard your friends, 

But uſe them fer your private ends. 

Stint not to truth the flow of wit; 

Be prompt to lie whene'er tis fit. 

Bend all your force to ſpatter merit ; 
Scandal is converſation's ſpirit, 

Boldly to every thing pretend, 

And men your talents ſhall commend. 

I knew the great, Obſerve me right; 
So ſhall you grow like man polite. 

He ſpoke, and bow'd. With mutt'ring jaws 
The wond'ring circle grinn'd applauſe, 
Now, warm with malice, envy, ſpite, 
Their moſt obliging friends they bite; 

And fond to copy human ways, | 
Practiſe new miſchiefs all their days. 


Thus the dull lad, too tall for ſchool, 
With travel finiſhes the fool; 
Studious of ev'ry coxcomb's airs, | 
He drinks, games, dreſſes, whores, and ſwears ; 
O'erlooks with ſcorn all virtuous arts, 
For vice is fitted to his parts, 
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The PH2LOSOPRER and the PA EASANTS, 


HE Sage, awak'd at carly day, 
1 Through the deep foreſt took his way; 
Drawn by the muſic of the groves, 
Along the winding gloom he roves: 
From tree to tree, the warbling throats 
Prolong the ſweet alternate notes. 
But where he paſt, he terror threw ; 
The ſong broke ſhort, the warblers flew; 
The thruſhes chatter'd with affright, 
And nightingales abborr'd his ſight ; 
All animals before him ran, 
To ſhun the hateful ſight of man. 
Whence is this dread of ev'ry creature? 
Fly they our figure or our nature? | 
As thus be walk'd in muſing thought, 
His ear imperfect accents caught; 
With cautious ſtep he nearer drew, 
By the thick ſhade conceal'd from view. 
High on the branch a Pheaſant ſtood, 
Around her all her liſt' ning brood; 
Proud of the bleſſings of her neſt, 
She thus a mother's care expreſs d. 

No dangers here ſhall circumvent, 
Withia the woods enjoy content, 
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Sooner the hawk or villas truſt 
Than man; of animals the worſt, 

In him ingratitude yan find. 
A vice peculiar to the kind. 
The ſheep, whoſe annual fleece is dy'd, 
To guard his health, and ſerve bis pride, 
Forc'd from his fold and native plain, 
Is in the cruel ſhambles flain, 
The ſwarms, who, with'induftrions (kill, 
His hives with, wax'anl boney fil, * 
In vain whole ſummer days employ'd, _ 
Their ſtores are ſold, the race deſtroy d. 
What tribute from the gooſe"is paid? 
Does not her wing all ſcience aid? 
Does it not lovers hearts explain, " 
And dradge to raiſe the merchant's gain ? ? 
What now. rewards this general uſe ? 
He takes the quifls, and eats tlie gooſe. _ 
Man then avoid, deteſt his ways; | 
| So-ſafety ſhall prolong your days. 
When ſervices ure thus acquitted, 
Be ſure we 1 malt be pitted; 
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Had form'd her ſleeve, confin'd her hair, 
or giv'n her knot a ſmarter air, 
Now nearaſt to her heart was plae d. 
Now in her manteau's\tail diſgracd - 
But could ſhe partial Fortune blame; - 
Who ſaw her lovyrs ſerv d the fame? 
At length from all her honours caſt, : 
Through various turns of liſe ſhe paſt; 
Now glitter'd on a taylor's arm; 
Now kept a beggar's infant warm; 
Now, rang'd within a miſer's coat, 
Contributes to hiis:yearly gro: 
Now, rais'd again from low approach, 
She viſits in the doctor's coach; 
Here, there, by various fortune toſt, 
At laſt in Greſham hall was loſt. | 
Charm'd with the wonders of the ſhow, 2 
On ev'ry fide „above, below a © 1 
$he now of this or that inquires, 
What leaſt was underſtood admires. 
Tis plain;:cach. thipg ſo ſtruck her mind, 
Her head's of virtuoſo kind. 


wow . 


And pray what's this, add this, dear dir Frm 


A needle; ſays th interpreter, 

She knew the name. And. thus the "a" a 

Addreſs'd her as a taylor's tool. 
A needle with that filthy ſtone, 

Quite, idle, all with: ruſt-o'ergrown Þ ?; 

You better might employ, your parts, 2241 

And aid the ſempſtreſs in her ats. 

But tell me how the friendſhip grep, 

between that Nine, and l. Hud 
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Friend, ſays the Needle, ceaſe to blame 3 


J follow real worth and fame. 


Know'ſt thou the loadſtone's oder and art, 
That virtue virtues can impant? 


Of all his talents I partake. 


Who then can ſuch a friend forſake? 
'Tis I direct the pilot's hand © 
To ſhun the rocks and treach'rous ſands 


By me the diſtant world is known, :; 


And either India is our 'own. 

Had 1 with milleners been bred, 

What had I been ? the guide of thread; 
And drudg'd as vulgar. needles do, 
Of no more conſequence than you. 


\ 


a ſrepherd's Dos 2 . Wore. | 


A Wolf, with hunger fierce aid 1 ela, 


Ravag'd the plains, and thinn'd the fold: 


Deep in the wood ſecure he lay, 
The thefts of night regal'd the day. 
In vain the ſhepherd's wakeful care 
Had ſpread the toils and watch'd the ſhare x 
In vain the Dog purſu'd his pace, 
The flecter robber mock'd the chace. 
As Lightfoot rang'd the foreſt round, 


By chande his foe's retreat he found. 
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Let us a while the war ſuſpend, 
And reaſon as from friend to friend. 

A truce ? replies the Wolf. Tis done. 
The Dog the parley thus begun. 

How can that ſtrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defeneeleſs kind? 
Thoſe jaws ſhould prey on nobler food, 
And drink the boar's and lion's blood. 
Great ſouls with gen'rous pity melt, 
Which coward tyrants never felt. 

How harmleſs is our fleecy care! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy ſpare.” - 

Friend, ſays the Wolf, the matter weigh. 
Nature deftgn'd us beaſts of prey; 

As ſuch, when hunger finds a treat, 
Tis neceflary wolves ſhould eat. 

If mindful of the bleating weal, - - 

Thy boſom burn with real zeal 3+ 
Hence, and thy tyrant lord beſeech, 
0 him repeat the moving ſpeech : -- 

A wolf eats ſheep but now and then, 
en thouſands are devour'd by men. 

An open foe may prove a curſe, 

at a pretended friend is worſe, 


F A B L E XVII. 
The Pal x _ who pleaſed no body and every bodh. 


MW EST men faſpc& your tale untrue, 
Reep probability in view, 
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The trav'ler, jeepiop Wer thofe bound, 
The credit of his book"confounds. © © 
. Who with bis tongue hath arthies routed; 
Makes ev'n his real courage doubted. TT 
But flatt'ry never ſtems abſurd ;* ' 
The flatter d always take your . 
Impoſſibilities cem jufts ne e Ik 24 
They take the ſtrongeſt praiſe on OY 
Hyperboles, tho? neter ſo great, - | 
Will ſtill come ſhort e elk ene. 


So very like a a TS O84 
That ev'ry e the picture knew 
He hit complexion, feature, air, 
So juſt, the life itſelf was theres 
No flatt'ry, with his colours laid 
To bloom reſtor'd the faded mad: 
He gave each muſcle alli its ſtrengtlul : 
The mouth, the ehin; the aoſe's length 
His honeſt pencil touch d with trutb, 
And mark'd the date-af age and-youth<- 

He loſt his friends, his, praQtice faiFe, - 
Truth ſhould not always be-reveal'd; : 
In duſty piles his pictures lay, 

For no one ſent the ſecond Pay- 

T wo buſtos, fraught with ev'ry grace, 
A Venus and Apollo's face, 

He plac'd in views reſoly'd tel pleaſe, z. 
Whoever ſat, he drew from theſe, 
And ſpirited each aukward er eature. 
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All things were ſet; the hour was come, 

His pallet ready o'er his thumb, 

My Lord appear'd; and ſeated right 

In proper attitude and light, 1 | 

The Painter look'd, he ſketch'd the piece, | 

Then dipt his pencil, talk'd of Greece, 

Of Titian's tints, of Guido's air: 

Thoſe eyes, my Lord, the fpirit there 

Might welt a-Raphael's hand require, 

To give them all the native fire; 

The features fraught with ſenſe and wit, 

You'll grant, are very hard to hit; 

Bat yet with paticnce you ſhall view 

As much as paint and art can do. T7 | 
Obſcrve the work. My Lord reply d, 4 

Till now I thought my mouth was vide; 

Belides, my noſe is ſome what long; 

Dear Sir, for me, tis far too young. 
Oh! pardon me, the artiſt ery'd, 

In this we painters mult decide... | 

The picce ev'n common eyes mult ſtrike, 
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My Lord examin'd it a-now 5 .. 4-3 
o looking-glaſs ſeem d half fo-true.' 1; 11 
A lady came, with borrow'd gtace | 

fle from his Venus form'd her face, 

Her lover prais'd the painter's arty | LA 


50 like the picture in his heart! 

a ver'ry age ſome charm he len, b 

a Beauties were almoſt contend * i! ; = 
Through all the town his art they brad 2 

is cuſtom grew, his price was rais d. 5 2 
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I warrant it extremely n * 
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Had he the real likeneſs ſhown, 

Would any man the picture own? 

But when thus happily he wrought, 
Lech found the likeneſs in bis thonght. | 
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The Lion and the Cus. 


OW ſond are men of rule and place, 15 
Who court it from the mean and baſe! W 
Theſe cannot bear an equal nigh, . Os 
But from ſuperior. merit- fly. 1 
They love the cellar's yulgar joke, N N 
And loſe their hours in ale and ſmoke. Bat ! 
There o'er ſome petty club preſide; Lion 
So poor, ſo paltry is their pride 
Nay, cv'n with fools whole nights will fit, 
In hopes to be ſupreme in wit. 


If theſe can read, to theſe I write, 
To ſet their worth in trueſt light. 


A Lion-cub, of ſordid mind, 
Avoided all the lion kind: 
Fond of applauſe, he ſought the feaſts 
Of vulgar and ignoble beaſts ; 
With aſſes all his time he ſpent, 
Their club's perpetual preſident. - 
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He caught their manners, looks, and airs: 
An afs in ev'ry thing, but ears 
If e'er his Highneſs meant a joke, 
They grinn'd applanſe before he ſpoke :- 
But at each word what ſhouts of praiſe ! 
Good Gods! how natural he brays ! 
Elate with flatt'ry and conceit, 
He ſeeks his royal fire's retreat: 
Forward, and fond to ſhow his parts, 
His Highneſs brays; the Lion ſtarts. 
Puppy, that curs'd vociferation 
betrays thy life and converſation : 
Coxcombs, an ever-noiſy race, 
Are trumpets of their own diſgrace. 
Why fo ſevere ? the Cub replies; 
Our ſenate always held me wiſe. 
How weak is pride ! returns the fire; 
All fools are vain, when fools admire ! 
But know, what ſtupid aſſes prize, 
Lions and noble beaſts deſpiſe, 
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The Old Hz x and the Cocx. 


Eſtrain your child; you'll ſoon believe 
N The text, which fays, we ſprung from Eve. 
4 85 
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As an old Hen led forth ber: trains: 5. 


And ſeem'd to peck to! . "ni 7 1 | 


She rak'd the chaff, e. 
And glean'd the ſpagiaus yatd:iatqund.,. 
A giddy chick, to try her wings, M; 


On the well's narrow; r e 4-2 
And prone ſhe drops. The mother't breaſt} 


All day with ſorrow was:poffeſs'd, | 
A Cock ſhe met; her ſon dhe knew: 


And in her heart. affection gre. 
My fon, ſays ſhe, Ig rant your|/years- + R; 


Have reach'd beyond aghother!s:.cares, 

I ſee you vig'rous, ſtrong, and hold; | 

I hear with joy your triumph told. 

is not from cocks th fate Ddread: 

But let thy ever-wary tre 

Avoid yon well; that fatal place 

Is ſure perdition to our race; --/: 8 

Print this my counſel on ;thyi breaſt; 

To the juſt gods I leave the ceſt. 
He thank'd her care: Yet day by day. 

Nis boſom burn'd to diſobey; 

And every time the well he ſaw, 

Scorn'd in his heart the fooliſh law : : 

Near and more near each day he drew, 

And long'd to try the dang'rovus view. 
Why was this idle charge? he cries: 

Let courage female fears-defpife | 

Or did the doubt my heart was brave, 

And therefore. this inj jupction, gaye? 

Or doe her. harveſt ſtoxe the place, 


A treaſure for her younger race? 
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And would ſhe thus my ſearch prevent? 

I ſtand reſolv'd, and date thW'event | 7 
| Thus ſaid. Me mounts the margin's one,” 
And pries into the depth profound. 

He ſtretch'd his neck; and from below 

Wich ſtretching neck ad vane d a foe: 
With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears, 

The foe with ruffled plumes appears: 

Threat anſwer' d threat, his fary'grew © 
Headlong to meet the war be flew. 
But when the watry death he found, 
He thus lamented, as he drown'd. 
I ner had been in this condition, 
Put for my mother's prohibition. 
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The RAT-CATCHER and CATS. 


HE rats by night ſuch miſchief did, 
Betty was ev'ry morning chid. - 
They undermin'd whole ſides of bacon, 


Her paſties, fenc'd with thickeſt paſte, ' 

Were all demoliſh'd, and laid waſte. - 

Bhe curs'd the cat for-want'of duty, 

Who left her ford a conſtagt' booty. 
eee go: 
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Her cheeſe was ſapp'd, her tarts were taken s F 
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} 
| 
| 
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An Engineer of noted (kill, - 
Engag'd to ſtop the growing ill. 
From room to room he now ſurveys 


Their haunts, their works, their ſecret way® 


Finds where they 'ſcape an ambuſcade, 
And whence the nightly ſally's made. 
An envious Cat, from place to place, 
Unſeen, attends his ſilent pace, 
She ſaw, that, if bis trade went on, 
The purring race muſt be undone ; 
So, ſecretly removes his baits, 
And ev'ry ſtratagem defeats, 
Again he ſets the poiſon d toils, 
And puſs again the labour foils. | 
What foe (to ſruſtrate my deſigns) 
My ſchemes thus nightly countermines ? 
Incens d, he cries : This very hour 
The wretch ſhall bleed beneath my power. 


So ſaid. A pond'rous trap he brought, 


And in the fact poor puſs was caught. 
 Smuggler, ſays he, thou ſhalt be made 
A victim to our loſs of trade. 
The captive Cat with piteous mews 
For pardon, life, and freedom ſues. 
A ſiſter of the ſcience ſpare; 
One int'reſt is our common care. 
What inſolence ! the man reply'd ; 
Shall cats with us the game divide? - 
Were all your interloping band 
Extinguiſh'd, or expell'd the land, 
We rat-catchers might raiſe our fees, 
Sole guardians of a natiog's.cheeſe ! 
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A Cat, who ſaw the lifted knife, 
Thus ſpoke, and ſav'd her ſiſter's life. 
| Inev'ry age and clime we ſce, 

Two of a trade can ne'er agree. 
Each hates his neighbour for incroaching ; 
'Squire ſtigmatizes *ſquire for poachin 83 
Beauties with beauties are in- arms, 
And ſcandal pelts each other's charms; 
Kings too their neighbour kings dethrone, 
In hope to make the world their own. 
But let us limit our deſires; | 
Not war like beauties, kings, and "quires * 
| For though we both one prey purſue, 
There's game enough for us and you. 
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The Goar without a Beard. 


IS certain, that the modiſh paſſions 
Deſcendamong the croud, like fafhions. 
Excuſe me then; if pride, conceit, 
(The manners of the fair and great), 
give to monkeys, aſſes, dogs, 
Fleas, owls, goats, butterflies, and hogs. 
I fay, that theſe are proud. What then ? 


I never ſaid, they equal men. 
EN F 4 
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A goat (as vain ee can: ay "un 
Alffected ſingularity. * . 
Whene' er a thymy banks ban 948 1 
He roll'd upon the ftagrant grounx © 
And then with fond attention ſtoo ! 
Fix'd, o'er his image in the flood. 1 
u hate my frowzy beard, he cries 
My youth is loſt in this diſgulſe. e 
Did not the females Know my vigour, 
Well might they lothe this rev rend figure. 
Reſolv'd to ſmooth his ſhaggy face, 
He ſought the barber of the place. 
A flippant monkey, ſpruce and ſmart, 
Hard by, profeſs'd the dapper art. 
His pole with pewter baſons hung, 
Black rotten teeth in order ſtrung; - 
Rang'd cups, that in the window ſtood, 
Lin'd with red-rags, to look like blood, 
Did well his three-fold trade explain, 
Who ſhav'd, drew teeth, and breath'd a vein. 
The goat he welcomes with an air, 
And ſeats him in his wooden chair: 
Mouth, noſe and beck the lather hides: 
Light, ſmooth and ſwift the razor glides. 
I hope your cuſtom, Sir, ſays pug. 
Sure never face was half ſo ſnug 
The goat, impatient for applauſe, 
Swift to the neighb'ring hill withdraws; 
The ſhaggy people grinn'd and (tar'd. 
Heighday ! what's here? without a beard! 
Say, brother, whence the dire diſgrace ? 
What envious hand hath robb'd your face? 
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When thus the fop with ſmiles of fcorn.g © 


Are beards by civi nations Wine 

Ew Muicovites uave mow'd their chins..c. 

Sbalt we, like formal Capuchians, '/; 

Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 

And bear about the hairy load ? '- | $45 

Whenc'er we through the village ftiray, 

Are we not mack'd along the way; = 

Intu ted with loud thouts of ſcorn, 

By boys our beards difgrac'd and torn? 
Were you no more with goats to dwell, 

| Brother, | grant you reaſon well, 

Replies a bearded chief. Beſide, 

If boys can mortify"thy pride, 

How wilt thou ſtaud the ridicule 

Of our whole flock? affected fool! 

Coxcombs, diltinguiſh'd from the reſt, 

To all but coxcombs are a jeſt, 


F A B L E XXI. 


The OLD nn and þ wal Cars. 
HO friendſhip with 2 luste bath made, 
Is judg'd a partner in the trade. | 
The matron who conducts abroad 


A willing nymph, is thought a bawd; 
And if a modeſt girl is ſeen - 


With one who cures a lover's ſpleen, 
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We gueſs her not extremely nice, 

And only wiſh to know her price. 

"Tis thus, that*on the choice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. | 


A wrinkled hag, of wicked fame, 
Beſide a little ſmoky flame 
Sat hov'ring, pinch'd with age and froſt; . 
Her ſhrivell'd hands, with veins emboſt, 
Upon her knees her weight ſuſtains, | 
While palſy ſhook her crazy brains : 

She mumbles forth her backward prayers, - 
An untam'd ſcold of fourſcore years. 
About her ſwarm'd a num'rous brood 

Of cats, who lank with hunger mew'd. 

Teaz'd with their cries, her choler grew, 
And thus ſhe ſputter d. Hence ye crew. 
Fool that I was, to entertain 35 
Such imps, ſuch fiends, a helliſh tin! 
Had ye been never hous'd and nurs'd, 

I for a witch had ne'er been curs d. 

To you I owe, that crouds of boys. 

Worry me with eternal noiſe ; 

Straws laid acroſs my pace retard, 

The horſe-ſhoe's nail'd (each threſhold's guard) ; 
The ſtunted broom the wenches hide, 

For fear that I ſhould up and ride; 

They ſtick with pins my bleeding ſcat, 

And bid me ſhow my ſecret teat. 

To hear you prate would vex a faint; 
Who hath moſt reaſon of complaint? 
Replies a cat. Let's come to proof. 

Had we ne'er ſtarv'd beneath your roof, 
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We had, like others of our race, 

In credit liv'd, as beaſts of chace. 

| 'Tis infamy to ſerve a hag ; 

Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag; 
And boys againſt our lives combine, 
Becauſe, tis ſaid, your cats have nine. 
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The BUTTERFLY and the SN A1. 


ALL opſtarts, inſolent in place, 
Remind | us of their vulgar race. 


As, in the ſun-ſhine of the morn, 
A butterfly (but newly born) 
Sat proudly perking on a roſe; 
With pert conceit his boſom glows ; 
His wings, (all glorious to behold), 
Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold, 
Wide hediſplays ; the ſpangled de 
Reflects his eyes, and various hue. 
His now forgotten friend, a ſnail, 
Beneath his houſe, with ſlimy trail 


Crawls o'er the graſs; whom when he ſpics, 


In wrath he to the gard'ner cries : 
What means yon peaſant's daily toil, 
From choaking weeds to rid the ſoil? 
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Why wake you to the morning's « car?” 
Why with new arts correct the year! pp 2! 
Why glows'the peach with crimſon oe? 
And why the plum's inviting blue? 
Were they to feaſt his taſte deſign'd,  * 
That vermin of yoracious kind? 
Cruſh then the flow, the pilf ring race; 
So purge thy garden from diſgrace. 
What arrogance! the ſnail reply'd ; 
How inſolent is upſtart pride! 
Hadſt thou not thus, with inſult vain, 
Provok'd my patience to complain, 
I had conceal'd thy meaner birth, 
Nor trac'd thee to the ſcum of art.” 
For ſcarce nine ſuns have wak'd the hours, 
To ſwell the fruit, and paint the Hover, | 
Since | thy humbler life -- ++ Api 28 
In baſe and ſordid guiſe array d; 
A hideous inſect, vile, unclean, 5 
You dragg'd a flow and noiſome train; 
And from your ſpider-bowels drew _ A 
Foul film, and ſpun. the Airty clue. 
I own my humble life, good friend; 
Snail was I born, and ſnail ſhall end, : 
And what's a butterfly? At belt, 
He's but a caterpillar dreſt : n 
And all thy race (a num'rous 10 
Shall prove of caterpillar breed, 55 
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PR huſband thus reprov'd + — 5 op ren 


Who deals in layder, lives in trife.._ 

Art thou the herald of diſgrace, 
Denouncing war to all. thy race? 
Can nothing quell thy thunder“ > rage, ed 
Which ſpares nor friend, nor ſex, nor age? 
That vixen tongue of your's, my dear, 
Alarms our. neighbour far and near. 
Good gods * tis like a rolling river, | 
Ne'er tir'd, perpetual diſcord fowing! . 
Like fame, it gathers ſtrength by going. 

Heighday ! the flippant tongue replies, 
How ſolemn is the fool! how wiſe! 
is nature's chouceſt gift debarr'd ? 
Nay, frown not; for I will be heard. 
Women of late are finely ridden, 
A parrot's privilege forbidden! 
You praiſe his talk, bis ſqualing ſong; 
But wives are always in the wrong. 

Now reputations flew in pieces 


Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces ; 2 


She ran the parrot's language oer, mw 
awd, huſſy, drunkard, flattern, whore; 
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On all the ſex ſhe vents her fury, 
Tries and condemas without a jury. 

At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs, and birds ; 
All join their forces to confound her. | 
Puſs ſpits; the monkey chatters round her; 
The yelping cur her heels aſſaults; 
The magpye blabs out all her faults; _ 
Poll, in the uproar, from his cage, 
With this rebuke out- ſcream'd her rage. 

A parrot is for talking priz'd, 
But prattling women are deſpis d, 
She who attacks another's honour, 
Draws ev'ry living thing upon her. 
Think, Madam, when you ſtretch your lungs, 
That all your neighbours too have tongues : 
One ſlander muſt ten thouſand get, 
The world with intereſt pays the debt. 


F A B IL. E [XXVI 


The Con andthe Masrirr. 


A Sneaking eur, the maſter's for, 

Rewarded for his daily lye, 
With ſecret jealouſies and fears 
Set all together by the ears. 
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Poor Puſs to-day was in difgrace, 

Another cat ſupply d her place; 

The hound was beat, the maſtiff as, 

The monkey was the room forbid ; 

Each to his deareſt friend . 

And none could tell the reaſon why. 
A plan to roh the houſe was laid. 


The thief with love ſeduc'd the maid; 
- Cajol'd the eur, and ſtroak'd his head, 


And bought his ſecrecy with bread. 
He next the maſtiff's honour try d, 
Whoſe honeſt jaws the bribe defy'd. 
He ſtretch'd his hand to proffer more; 
The furly dog bis-finger's tore. 

Swift ran the cur; with indignation 
The maſter took his information. 


And round his neck the halter ties. 

The dog his humble ſuit preferr'd, 
And begg'd in juſtice to be heard. 
The maſter fat. On either hand 
The cited dogs confronting ſtand : 
The cur the bloody tale relates, 
And, like a lawyer, aggravates. 


Judge not unheard, the maſtiff cry'd, 


But weigh the cauſe of either fide. 
Think not that 2reach'ry can be juſt, 
Take not informers words on truſt. 
They ope their hand to ev'ry pay, 
And you and me by turns betray. 


He ſpoke. And all the truth. appear * 
The cur was hang ' d, the maſtiff clear d. 


Hang him, the villain's eurs d, he cries; 
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My juſtice to myſelf and beirs, 
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The $108 Naw ond oy Auetr. 
8 there no hops! ? che ſick man faid, 
The filent doctor ſhook his head, 
And took his leave, with ſigns of forrow, K 
Deſpairing of his fee to-morrow. 


When thus the Man, with gaſping breath : | 
I feel the chilling'wound of death. | © 
Since I muſt bid the world adieu, = | 


Let me my former life review. 

1 grant, my bargains well were made, 
But all men over- reach in trade; 5 20D? 
»Tis ſelf-defence in each proftſſion. 


Sure ſelf-defence is no tranſgreſſion, * LY 
The little portion in my hands, wu | 


By good ſecurity on lands, 
Is well increas'd, If unawares, my 


Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 


For want of good ſufficient ball 


If 1 by writ, or bond, ot deed, 
Reduc'd a family to' n 
My will hath made the world amends,” 
My hape on charity depends. e 
When | am number'd with the dead, 
And all my pious gifts are read, 

By heav'n and earth 'twill then be known 
My charities were amply ſhown. _ 


Vox 
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An Angel came. Ah friend! he cry'd, 
No more in flatt' ring hope confide. 
Can thy gpod deeds in former times 
Ontweigh the balance of thy crimes ? 
| What widow or what orphan prays 
To crown thy life with length of days? 

A pious action's in thy power, 
Embrace with joy the happy hour. 


Now, while you draw the vital air,. 
Prove y our intention is ſincere. 


This inſtant give a hundred pound; 

Lour neighbours want, and you abound. 

But why ſuch haſte ?- the Sick Man whines z 5 
| Who knows as yet what Heav'n deligns? * 
Pcrhaps I may recover Rill.. . 

That ſum and more are in my will. 

Fool, ſays the Viſon, now 'is plain, 
Your life, your ſoul, your heav'n was gain. 
From ev'ry fide, with all your might, 

You. ſerap'd, and ſcrap'd beyond your richt; . 

And after death would fain atone, 

y giving what is not your oon. 
While there is life, there's hope, he 71 
ben why ſuch haſte ? fo. groan'd and dy'd, 


: 9 ; 
. 
4 ' . : Z 4 
8 + \ F * , * oY 7 
vor., If My 5 Os 
* * 3 
% * * o N * " O'S. 8. 
N : $3 % F *ryY ” 9 * 
- 


277; 4 


— CO a on 


mn FABLES. 


g* 7? 


— * 
1 «#4 i * 4 g 4 
. : N — * 4 * . ws > © .* - 1 
TOR, 15 VE... 
# * 1 „ 2 89 
* * 
* 3 7 a "I . g , p , 


The PzRSIAN, the Son, and the CLoud, 


IS. ere a bard whom genius fires, 


" Whoſe ev'ry thought the God inſpires? f 


When Envy reads the nervous lines, 
She frets, ſhe rails, ſhe raves, ſhe pines; 
Her hiſſing ſnakes with venom ſwell; 

| She calls her venal train from hell: 
The ſervile fiends her nod obey, 
And all Curl's authors are in pay. 
Fame calls up caluinny and ſpite. 
Thus ſhadow owes its. birth to light. 


As proſtrate to the God of day 
With heart devout a Perſiart lay, 
His invocation thus begun. 

Parent of light, all-ſeeing Sun, 
Prolific deam,-whoſe rays diſpenſe 
The various gifts of Providence, | 
Accept our praiſe, our daily prayer, 
Smile on our fields, and bleſs the year. 


A Cloud, who mock d his grateful tongue, 


The day with ſudden darkneſs hung; 

With pride and envy ſwell'd, aloud 

A voice thus thunder'd from the cloud. 
Weak is this gawdy God of thine, 

Whom I at will forbid to ſhine: 
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Shall I nor vows, nor incenſe know? 

Where praiſe is due, the praiſe beſtow. 
With fervent zeal the Perſian tmiov'd, 

Thus the proud calumny reprov'd. 

It was that God, who claims my prayer, 
Who gave thee birth, and rais'd thee there, 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown, 
Thy ſubſtance is but plainer ſhown, 

A paſſing gale, a puff of wind 
Diſpells thy thickeſt troops combin'd, 

The gale aroſe; the vapour toſt 
(The ſport of winds) in air was boſt $ 
The glorious orb the day refines. 

Thus Envy N ay Merit nes, 
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"oY in life's 2 decay, 1 
Weak, ſick, and faint, expiring lay ; 
All appetite hath left his maw,.... 
And age diſarm'd his mumbliag j jaw. I 
His num'rous race around him ſand 
To learn their dying fire's command © 
Re rais'd his head with whining eas, DE 3 3 
ind thus was n tone. 5 5 
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Ab ſons | from vil ways depart ; 
My crimes lie heayy on my Hart. 
See, ſee, the murder d geeſe appear! 
Why are thoſe bleeding turkeys there 2 
Why all around this cackling train, 
Who haunt my ears for chicken ſlaip ? 

The hungry faxes round them dard, 
And for the prom ] d feaſt prepar d. 

Wbere, Sir, is all this dainty eheer? | 
Nor turkey, gooſe, nor ben is here. 
Theſe are the phantoms of your brain, _. 
And your fons lick their lips in vain. 

O gluttons ! ſays the drooping fire, 
Reſtrain inordinate dere. 
Your liqu'riſh taſte you ſhall deplore, 
When peace of conſcience is no more. 
Does not the hound betray our pace, 
And gins-ang guns daſtroy our xace? _ 
Thieves dread the ſearching eye of power, 
And never feel the quiet hour. 

Old age (which few of us ſhall know) _ 
Now puts a period to my woe. 
Would you true happineſs attain, 
Let honeſty your paſſions rein; 

- Bo live in ——— boi 
And the good name gouToft, redeem, ' 

The counſel's b good, a fox repkics, 
Conld we perform whiat Jon adviſe, 
Think what our anceſtors have done g's 
A line of thieves from ſon to fon: Pp 64 
To us deſcends the lot Uſgrace, 

And infamy hath os 2. our race. 
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Though we, like Burmilels ſuep; — po 4 
Honeſt in thought, it word, and 3 - 0 
Whatever hen-Tooſt is Ges 2-7 1G 
We ſhall be thought 1e re the deat, | | 
The change ſhall never de de . 1 10 
A loſt good-name is ne'corettienidl 
Nay, then, replies ce eee fs 
(But, hark! I hear a He cf & K tl 
. 1s 194-9 1 11 ard 
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The serie bos ant the Parruaves 27H. 
HE ranging „ ber de gli TOE EE OG 
And ſearches ev'ry breeze chat tles; 1 
The ſcent grows warm: With kabtidus fear” cps Mee 
He creeps, and points the covey hear, perf 
he men, in ſilence, far bai, „en 5-09 OA g 
nſcious of game, the net. wablad:” . 
A Partridge, with experience , et cen den 
he fraudful preparation ſpies : 
die mocks their toils, alarms her brood; 
he covey ſprings, and ſeeks the wood: 
put ere her certain wing ſhe tries, „ 
* to the creeping ſpaniel cries. 
6 3 


10% 1 4 3 LE 8 


Thou 8 ſlave to man's deceit, 
Thou pimp of lux' ry, facaking cheat 
Of thy whole ſpecies thou: diſgr ac, 
Dogs ſhould diſown thee! of. their race! 

For if I judge their native parts 
They're born with honeſt open heart 
And, ere they ſerv'd man's wicked ends ↄ 
Were gen rous foes, or real friends. 
| When thus the Dog with ſeornful dale. 
Secure of wing thou dat'ſt revile. .. 
Clowns are to poliſh'd manners blind; 
How ign'rant is the ruſtic mind ! 
My worth ſagacious courtiers ſec, 
And to preferment riſe like me. 
The thriving pimp, who beauty ſets, 
Hath oft' enhanc'd a nation's debts : 
Friend ſets his friend, without regard ; 
And miniſters his ſkill reward. -__.. _- 
Thus train'd by man, I learn'd his ways,” 
And growing favour feaſts my days. 

I might have gucſs'd, the Partridge ſaid, 
The place where you. were train'd and fed: 
Servants are apt, and i in a trice 
Ape to a hair their maſter's vice. w_ 
You came from court, you fay. Adieu, 5 
She ſaid, and to the corey gew. 
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The Univerſal APPARIT1ON» 
A Rake, by ev'ry paſſion rul'd, BR 
With ev'ry vice his youth had cool'd; 
Diſeaſe his tainted blood affails ; ; Foal 
His ſpirits droop, his vigour fails: 
With ſecret ills at home he pines, 
And, like infirm old-age, declines; 
As, twing'd with pain, he penſive ſits, 
And raves, and prays, and ſwears by fits ; 
A ghaſtly phantom, lean and wan, 
Before him roſe, and.thus began. 
My name perhaps hath reach'd your ear; 
Attend, and be advis'd by Care, 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor power, 
Can give the heart a chearful hour, 
When health is loſt. - Be'timely wiſe ; 
With health all taſte of pleaſure flies. 
| Thus ſaid, the phantom difappears. 
The wary counſel wak d his fears: 
He now from all exceſs abſtains, 
Vith phyſick purifies his veins; 
And, to procure a ſober lick, 
Relolyes to venture on a wife. 
| Ga 
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But now again the ſp'rit aſcends, 
Where'er he walks his _ —_ 
Inſinuates ghav-beguty's 
That "muſt Tod, © 
With jealouſies his brain inflames, 
And whiſpers all her lover's I. 
In other hours ſue fepfeſente | 


His houſhold-charge, his . tents, 


Increaſing debts, perplexing duns, 
And nothing for his younger ſons. . 


Strait all his thought to gain he turns, 


And with the thirſt of luere burns. 
But when poſleſs'd of Fortune's ſtore, 


The ſpectre haunts him more and more; 


Sets want and miſery in views 


Bold thieves, and all the n ding crew z 


Alarms him with eternal frights, 
Infeſts his dream, or wakes bis nights. 

How ſhall he chaſe this bideous guell 2 
Power may perhaps protect his reſt. 

To pow'r he roſe. Again the {p'rit... 
Neſets him morning, noon, and night; 
Talks of Ambition's tott' ring ſeat, 
How Envy perſecutes the great, 

Of rival hate, of treach rous friends, 
And what diſgrace his fall attends. 

The court he quits, to fly from Care, 
And ſeeks the peace of rural air: 
His groves, his fields amus'd his hours; 
He prun' d his trees, he rais'd his flowers. 
But Care again his ſteps purſues ; 

Warns him of blaſts, of blighting dews, 


1 1 der 
of plund'ring inſekts, falle, and ralhs, 


And drovghts that ſtarve the labour d Glas: 


Abroad, at home, the fpt&re's there: Fay 
In vain we ſeek to fly from Cart. a 


At length he this tlibghoft ae 


Since thou muſt ve thy Ecaſtaint guelt, | 
be kind, and foll6W'mic hò more; © 


For Care by right Shout ge befdre. 
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Conferring thus! in ſolemn chat. | 
How is the modern taſte decay'd ! 

Where's the reſpect to wiſdom paid? |. 

Our worth the Grecian ſages knew; 

They gave our fires the honour 46. 

They weigh'd the dignity of fowls, 

And at into the depth of owls: - 

, the ſeat of learned fame, 

Fic 33 voice rever d our name: 

Vn merit title was conferr'd, 

ad all ador'd th* Athenian bird. 

Brother, you reaſon well, replies 

e ſolemn mate, with balf-ſhut eyes; 
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Right. Athens was the ſeat of learning, 
And truly wiſdom is diſcerning, | 
Beſides, on Pallas' helm we fit, 
The type and ornament of wit; 
But now, alas! we re quite negledted,. 
And a pert ſparrow's more reſpected. 
A Sparrow, who was lodg'd beſide, 
O'erhears them ſooth each other's pride, 
And thus he nimbly vents his heat. 
Who meets a fool, muſt find conceit. 
I grant, you were at Athens grac'd, 
And on Minerva's helm were plac'd : 
But ev'ry bird that wings the ſky, ©- 
Except an owl, ean tell you why. 


From henee they taught their ſchools to know , 


How falſe we judge by outward ſhow; 
That we ſhould never looks eſteem, 
Since fools as wiſe as you might ſeem. 
Would you contempt and ſcorn avoid, 
Let your vain- glory be deſtroy' d; 
Humble your arrogance of thought, 
Purſue the ways by nature mt 1 

80 ſhall ye find delicious fare, ; 

And grateful farmers praiſe your care ; 
So ſhall ſleek mice your chace reward, 
And ne keen cat find more n. 
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The CovxT1ER and Pro TEUS,. 


W * a courtier's out of place, 
The country ſhelters his diſgrace ; 
Where, doom'd to exerciſe and health, 
His houſe and gardens own his wealth. 
He builds new ſchemes, in_ hope to gain 
The plunder of another reign ; 
Like Philip's ſon would fain be doing, 
And ſighs for other realms to ruin. 


As one of theſe, (without his wand) 
Penſive, along the winding ſtrand 
Employ'd the ſolitary hour, 
ln projects to regain his power; 
The waves in ſpreading circles ran, 
Proteus aroſe, and thus began. 
Came you from court ? For in your mien 


A ſelſ- important air is ſeen. 
He frankly own'd his friends had trick d him, 
And how he fell his party's victim. . 
Know, ſays the God, by matchleſs Kill 
I change to ev'ry ſhape at will; 
But yet, I'm told, at court you ſee 


Thoſe who preſume to rival me. 


ab FABLES 


Thus faid. A ſnake; with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends his ſcaly mail. 


Know, ſdys e Man, though probd ig'plach 


All courtiers are of reptile race. 
Like you, they take that dreadful form, 
Baſk in the ſun, and fly the ſtorm; „ 
With malice Bils, With envy Slote, 
And for convenience change their coat: 
With new-got luſtre rear their head, 
Though on a danghill'borh and 1 
Sudden the god's lion ſtands; 


He ſhakes his matt he ſparns boss, & 


Now a fierce lynx, with fiery glare, 
A wolf, an aſs, a fox, a ber. 
Had I ne'er liv'd'at court, lic eres, 
Such transformation might ſurpriſe ; 
But there, in queſt of daily game, 
Each able courtibr acts the Tate, 
Wolves, lions, lynxes; While in place, 
Their friends and fellows are their os 
They play the bear's and fox's part; 
Now rob by force, nw ſtell with art. 
They ſometimes in the ſeliate bray; Ran er 
Or, chang'd AgAu tb beafty bf pity, 
| Down from the lion to the upe, = 
Practiſt the frauds of eV ſhape. 
So ſaid, Teop the God he "i 


In cords the ſtruggling captive ties. 


Now, Proteus, now (to truth empell d) l 


Speak, and confeſs thy art excell'd. 


Uſe ſtrength, ſurpriſe, or what you win, 3 das 


The courtier finds evaſion ſtill; 
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Not to be bound by any ties, Oy SOD yh 
And never forc'd e Wen 


Ae enten. 


oſe who in quarrels interpoſe, - 
Muſt often W. 55 a A e 


A Maſtiff, of true Engliſh blood, 
Lov'd fighting better than his food: 
When dogs were ſnauling for a bone, 
He long'd to make the war his own, 
And often found (when two contend) 
To interpoſe obtain'd his end; | 
He glory'd in his limping pace; 
The ſcars of honour ſeam'd his face; 
In ev ry limb a gaſh a | 
And frequent fights Wende his ears. 
As, on a time, he heard from far 
Two dogs engag d in noiſy war, 
Away he ſcours, and lays about him, 
Refoly*d no fray ſhould be without him. 
Forth from his yard a tanner flies, 
And to the bold intruder cries, 
A cudgel ſhall correct your manners. 
Whence ſprung this curſed hate to tanners? 


= 
| 


| Rebounded from the Maſtiſfs hide. 


| Who, worricd, howl'd and ſprawl'd below. 
| Heroſe; and limping from the fray, 
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While on my Gig you vent your ſpite, 
Sirrah ! tis me, you dare not bite. 
To fee the battle thus perplex'd, 
With equal rage a butcher vex'd, 
Hoarſe-ſcreaming from the circled crowd, 
To the eurs d Maſtiff cries aloud. 
Both Hockley-bole and Mary-bone 
The combats of my dog have known. 
He ne'er, like bullies coward-hearted, A 
Attacks in public, to be parted. He 
Think not, raſh fool, to ſhare his fame; ; Ob 
Be his the honour or the ſhame. In 
Thus ſaid, they ſwore; and ray'd like thunder; His 
In 
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Then dragg'd their faſten'd dogs aſunder; 


While clubs and kicks from ev'ry fide 


All reeking now with ſweat-and blood, 
A while the parted warriors ſtood, _ 
Then pour'd upon the meddling foe; 


By both ſides mangled, ſncak'd away. | 
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From Temple · bar to Aldyate-lreet ? | 
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proud rogues, who ſhat'd the South-ſea prey, 
And ſprung like muſhrooms in a Yay”! 

They think it mean, to condefcend 

To know a brother or a friend; 

They bluſh to hear their mother's name, 

And by their pride expoſe their ſhame. 


As croſs his yard, at early dy, 
A careful farmer took his way, 
He ſtopp'd, and, leaning on his fork, 
Obſerv'd the flail's inceſſant work. 
In thought he meaſur'd all his ſtore ; 
His geeſe, his hogs he number'd o'er ; 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces ſhorn, 
And multiply'd the next year's corn. 

A Bacley-mow,.which. ſtood beſide, 
Thus to its muſing maſter cry d. 

Say, good Sir, is it fit or right _ 

To treat me with negleR and flight? 

Me, who contribute to your cheer, 

And raiſe your mirth with ale and beer? 
Why thus inſulted, thus diſgrac'd, 

And that vile Dunghill near me plac'd ? 
Are thoſe poor ſweepings of a groom, 
That filthy ſight, that nauſeous fume, _ 
Meet objects here? Command it hence: 
A thing ſo mean muſt give offence. 

The humble Dunghill thus reply'd. 
Thy maſter hears, and mocks thy pride: 
Infult not thus the meek and low ; -- 
in me thy benefactor know. 
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My warmg.afſitance gaye thee-birth, q 
Or thou hadſt periſh'd low in earth. R þ 
But upſtarts, to ſupport their ſtation, 
Cancel at once all obligation. 10 19: | F 
ts 65/4. 1 12 B. 
D 
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F ABLE XXXVI. MW" 
TI 
| W 
PrTHAGORAS * the Cove TBYMAN, Ha 
| k 
Ythag'ras roſe at A dawn. | Sh; 
By ſoaring meditation drawn, Wt 
To breathe the fragrance of the day, Ma 
Through flow'ry fields he took his way. - I 
In muſing contemplation warm Wh 
His ſteps miſled him to a farm, | Our 
Where, on the ladder's topmoſt round Thy 
A Peaſant ſtood + the hammer's' found- For 
Shook the weak barn. Say, friend, what care That 
Calls for thy honeſt labour there ? 
The Clown with ſurly voice replies, 
Vengeance aloud for juſtice cries. 
This kite, by daily rapine fed, 
My hens annoy, my turkeys dread, 
At length his forfeit life had paid 
See, on the wall his wings diſplay's, 85 
Here nail'd, a terror to his kind. 2042 765 V. 


My fouls ſhall future ſafery 5d; Wee 
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My yard the thriving poultry feed, 

And my barn' s refuſe fat the breed. 
Friend, fays the lage, the doom is wiſe; 

For public good the murd'rer dies. 

But if theſe tyrants of the air 

Demand a ſentence {6 fevere, 
Think how the glutton man devours ; 

| Whit 'blobdy feaſts regale his hours! 

0 impudence of pow'r and might, 

| Thus to condemn a hawk or Kite, 


Hadſt pullets yeſterday fof dinner! 


When Heav'n the world with creatures ſtor'd, 
Man was ordain'd their foy'relgn lord. 


Thus tyrants boaſt; the fage reply'd, 


When thou, perhaps, carniy*rons finner, 


Hold, cry'd the clown, with paſſion: heated,” T 
Shall kites and men alike be treated? 


Whoſe murders ſpring froth pow'r and pride. | 


Own then this manlitte Kite 16 Nin 
Thy greater lux'ry to ſaftain 
For f petty rogues fubmir ro fate, 

That great ones may * their Fat 


+ Ganth's Diſpenary,”/ | 
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Fe 

W HY are thoſe tears, 2 8 your head? At 
Is then your other. huſband dead ? | 


Or does a worſe diſgrace betide? 
Hath no one, ſince his death, apply d? 
Alas! you know the cauſe too well. 
The falt is ſpile, to me it fell. | 
Then to contribute to my "I | 
My knife and fork were laid acroſs ; 
On Friday too! the day I dread ! 
Would I were ſafe at home in bed! 
Laſt night (I vow to heav'n tis true) 
Bounce from the fire a coſſin flew. 
Next poſt ſome fatal news {hall tell. 
God ſend my Corniſh friends be well! 
Unhappy widow, geaſe thy tears, 
Nor feel affliftion in thy fears. 
Let not thy ſtomach be ſuſpended; —_ 
Eat now, and weep when dinner's ended ; | 
And when the butler clears the table, 8 
For thy deſert III read my fable. 


Betwint her ſwagging pannier's load 
A farmer's wife to market rode, 4; 
And, jogging on, with thoughtful care N ot! 
Summ d up the profits of her ware; Aud 
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When, ſtarting fram her ſilver dream, 
Thus far and wide was heard her ſcream. 
That raven on yon left-hand oak 
(Curſe on his ill-betiding eroak) 
Bodes me no good. No more ſhe faid, 
When poor blind Ball, with ſtumbling tread, 
Fell prone; o'erturn'd the-pannier lay, 
And her mafſh'd eggs beſtrow'd the way. 
She, ſprawling in the yellow road, 
Rail'd, ſwore, and curs'd, Thou croaking toad, 
A murrain take thy whoreſon throat? | 
I knew misfortune in the note. | 
Dame, quoth the raven, ſpare your oaths, 
Paclench your fiſts, and wipe your cloaths. 
But why on me thoſe curſes thrown ? 
Goody, the fault was all your own ; 
For, had you laid this brittle ware 
dn Dun, the old ſure-footed mare, 
hough all the ravens of the hundred, 
With croaking had your tongue outchunder's, 
ure-footed Dun had kept his legs, 


ind you, good woman, ſav'd your eggs. 
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.The Tux and the ANT, 


N other men we faults ean ſpy, 
And blame yhe mote that dims their eye, 
H 


on 


hy, 
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Each little ſp*ck and blewiſh-find, 
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A turkey, tir d of common \ food, 
Forſook the barn, and ſought che wood; 
Behind ber ran her inſant- rain 
Collecting here and there a grain. 5 

Draw near, my birds, the mother cries, 
This hill delicious fare ſupplie: 
Behold, the buſy Negro race, 

See, millions blacken all the place! 
Fear not. Like me with freedom eat; 
An ant is moſt delightful meat. | 
How bleſs'd, how envy d were our life, 
Could we but ſeape the poult' rer s knife! 
But man, curs'd man, on turkeys preys, 
And Chriſtmas ſhortens. all our days: 
Sometimes with oyſters we combine, 
Sometimes aſſiſt the ſav'ry chine. 
From the low peaſant to the lord, 
The turkey ſmokes on ev'ry board. 
Sure men for gluttony are curs d. 
Of the ſev'n deadly ſins the worſt. 

An ant, who climb'd beyond his reach, 


Thus anſwer'd from the neighb'ring beechs 


Ere you-remark 2nother's ſin; 
Rid thy own conſcience look within ; 
Controul thy moſt voracious bill, 


Nor for a breakfaſt nations kilt. 
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The FATHER and Wir ER, 


HE man to Jore. bis wit "ER 


Jove wonder'd at his bold addreſſing: 
| For how precarious is the bleſſing! 


Again he worries heav'n with pray'rs. 
Jove nods aſſent. ro hopeful boys 
And a ane girl reward his joys. 

Now, more ſolicitous he grew, 

And ſet their future liyes in view: 

He ſaw that all reſpect and duty 


Were paid to wealth, to pow'r, and beauty. 
Once more, he eries, accept my prayer; 


Make my lov'd progeny thy care. 
Let my firſt hope, my fay'tite boy, 
All fortune's richeſt gifts enjoy. 

My next with ſtrong ambition fire: 
May favour teach him to aſpirey 

Till be the ſtep of pow'r aſcend; 

And courtiers to their idol bend. 

With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry charm, 
My daughter's perfect features arm. 

f Heav'n approves, a father's bleſs d. 


Jose ſmiles, and grants his full requeſt, 


H 3 


He begg'd a wife. His pray'v was of 


A wife he takes. And now for heirs  . 
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The firſt, a miſer at the heart, 
Nudious of ev'ry griping art, | 
Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious Pein, 

And all his life devotes to gain, 
He feels no joy, his cares increaſe, 
He neither wakes nor ſleeps in peace; 
In fancy'd want (a wretch compleat) 
He ſtarves, and yet he dares not cat. 
The next to ſudden honours grew; 
The thriving art of courts he knew : 
He reach'd the height of pow'r and place; 
Then fell, the victim of diſgrace. 

Beauty with early bloom ſupplies 

His daughter's cheek, and points her eyes. 

The vain coquette each fuit diſdains, 
And glories in her lovers pains. 
With age ſhe fades, each lover flies, 
Contemn'd, forlorn, ſhe pines and dies. 

When Jove the father's grief ſurvey d, 
And heard him heav'n and fate upbraid, 
Thus ſpoke the god. By outward ſhow, 
Men judge of happineſs and woe: 

hall ignorance of good and ill 
Dare to direct th' eternal will? 
geek virtue; and of that poſſeſt, 
To Providence reſign the reſt, 
p 
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| The two Monnz ve. 


TH E learned, full of inward pride, 
The fops of outward ſhow deride ;. 
The fop, with learning at defiance, 
Soffs at the pedant, and the ſcience: 
The Don, a formal, ſolemn ſtrutter, 
Deſpiſes Mon ſieur's airs and flutter ; 
While Monſieur mocks the formal fool, 
Who looks, and ſpeaks, and walks by rule. 
Iritain, a medly of the twain, 

ls pert as France, as grave as Spain; ; 
i fancy wiſer than the reſt, 
Langhs at them both, of both the jeſt. 
not the poet's chiming cloſe 
fared by all the ſons of proſe 7 
While bards of quick imagination 
deſpiſe the ſleepy proſe narration: 
len laugh at apes, they men contemn; 
or what are we, but apes to them ? ? 


Two monkeys went to Southwark fair, 
o critics had a ſourer air: 


ſho gap'd to catch Jack Pudding's jokes ; 
ben took their-tickets for the ſhow, 
d got by chance the foremoſt row. 


H 4 


They forc'd their way through draggled folks, 
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To ſee their grave obſerving face, Fot 
Provok'd a laugh thraugh all the place. - To 
Brother, ſays Pug, and-tarn'd his head, b Bec 
The rabble's monſtrouſly ill-bred. | In 
Now. through the booth loud hifſes ran, | 
Nor ended till the ſhow: began. 


The tumbler whirls the flip-flap round, 


With Sommerſets be ſhakes the ground; 


The cord beneath the dancer ſwings; 3 ) 
Aloft in air the vaulter ſprings, 
Diſtorted now, now prone depends, 
Now through his twiſted” arms aſcends ;. . 
The croud, in vonder and delight, _ 
With clapping bands applaud the Gght. 
With ſmiles, quoth Pug, If . li theſe 
The giant apes of reaſon pleaſe, . - TY 
How would they wonder at aur SOA 
They muſt adore us for our parts. 
High on the twig I've ſeen you cling; 
Play, twiſt, and turn in airy ring: 
How can thoſe clumſy things, like me, 
Fly with a bound from tree to tree? 
But yet, by this applauſe, we find 
Theſe emulators of gur kind 
Diſcern our worth, our parts. regard, 
Who our mean mimics thus reward, 
Brother, the grinning mate replies, 
In this I grant that man is wile, 
While good example they purſue, 
We muſt allow ſome praiſe is due: 
But when. they ſtrain beyond their guide, 
1 laugh to ſcarn the mimie pride. 1 
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tor how fantaſtic is the ſight.. 
To meet men always bolt upright, -+ lag 
Becauſe we ſometimes: walk ontWwũ.“1wd 
I hate the imitating crew. S: 
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K* owl of grave deport a mien, 


Within a barn had choſe his ſtation, 
As fit for prey and contemplation, 
Upon a beam aloft he its 
And nods, .and ſeems to think, by fits. © 
$ have 1 ſeen a man of news, 
or Poſt-boy, or gazette peruſe ; 
Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound, 
And fix the fate of Europe round, 
dheaves pil'd on ſheaves hid all the floor, 
it dawn of morn, to view his ſtore -- 
The farmer came, The hooting gueſt 
fis ſelf- importance thus expreſt. 
Reaſon in man js mere pretence: 
How weak, how fhaffow is his ſenſe! 
o treat with ſcorn the bird of night, 
Declares his folly, or his ſpite, 
then too, how partial is his praiſe ! 
The lark's, the linnet's chirping lays : 
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Who (like the Turk) was ſeldom feen, 
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To his ill- judging ears are ſine; 

And nightingales are all divine. | 

But the more knowing feather'd race . 

See wiſdom ſtamp'd upon my face. 

Whene'er to viſit light I deign, | 

What flocks of fowl compoſe my train ! 

Like ſlaves, they croud my flight bebind, 

And own me of ſuperier kind. 
The Farmer laugh'd, and thus reply d. 

Thou dull important lump of pride, 


Dar'ſt thou with that barſk:grating tongue 


Depretiate birds of warbling ſong ? 
 Tndulge thy ſpleen. Know, men and fowl 
Regard thee, as.thou art, an Owl. 

Beſides, proud blockhead, be not vain. 

Of what thou call ſt thy ſlaves and train. 
Few follow Wiſdom, or her rules; 

Fools in deriſion follow fools. 


F ABLE XIII. 


2 Ju GGLERS. 


A Juggler long through all the town 
Had rais'd his fortune and renown ;. 
You'd think (fo far his art tranſcends) 
The devil at his fingers ends. 
Vice heard his fame, ſhe read his bill; 
Convinc'd of his inferior (kill, 
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ghe ſought his booth, and from the croud. 
Defy'd the man of art aloud, 

Is this then he ſo fam'd for fleight ? 
Can this Now bungler cheat your ſight ? 
Dares he with me diſpute the prize ? 
Lleave it to impartial eyes. 
Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, "Tis done. 
ln ſcience I ſubmit to none. 
Thus ſaid. The cups and balls he 1 4 - 
dy turns, this here, that there, convey d.. 
| The cards, obedient to his words, 
Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 
Kis little boxes change the grain; 
Trick after trick delades the train. 
He ſhakes his bag, he ſhows all fair; 
lis fingers ſpread, and nothing there; 
Then bids it rain with ſhowers of gold,. 
And now his iv'ry eggs are told. 
But when from thence the hen he draws, 
Amar d ſpectators hum applauſe. 

Vice now ſtept forth, and took the place 
With all the forms of his grimace. 

Tbis magic looking-glaſs, ſhe cries, 

here, hand it round), will charm your eyes. 
bach eager eye the ſight deſir'd, 

| ev'ry man himſelf admir'd. 

Next, to a ſenator addreſſing : | 
ee this bank - note; obſerve the bleſſing. 
Irathe on the bill. Heigh, paſs! Tis gene. 
Upon his lips a padlock hone. 
\ ſecond puff the magic broke; 
Lic padlock vaniſh d, and he ſpoke. 
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Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board, 
All full, with heady liquor ſtor'd, 
Ny clean conveyance diſappear, 
And now two bloody ſwords are there. 
A purſe ſhe to a thief — t4tht 
At once his ready fingers clos'd: 
He opes his fiſt, the treaſure s fled; 
He ſees a halter in its ſtead, 
She bids Ambition hold a wand; h 
He graſps a hatchet in his hand. _ nl 
A box of charity ſhe ſhows, _ 
Blow here; and a church-warden blows, 
'Tis vaniſh'd with conveyance neat, | 
And on the table ſmokes a treat. 
She ſhakes the dice, the board ſhe knocks, 
And from all pockets fills her box. 
She ncxt a meagre rake addreſt, 
This picture ſee ; her ſhape, her breaſt ! 
What youth, and what inviting eyes! 
Hold her, and have her. With ſurpriſe, 
His hand expos'd a box of pills ; Y 
And a loud laugh proclaim'd his ills, 
A counter, in a miſer's hand, 
Grew twenty guineas at command. 
She bids his heir the ſum retain; 
And 'tis a counter now again. 
A guinea with her touch you e 
Take ev'ry ſhape but Char:ty; 
And not one thing you ſaw, or drew, 
But chang'd from what was firſt in view, 
The Juggler now, in grief of heart, 
With this ſubmiſſion own'd her art. 
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Can J ſuch matchleſs fleight withſtand? 
How practice hath improv'd your hand! 
But now and then I cheat the throng ; 
You ev'ry day, and all day long. 
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The conngil of HoRsEs, 


on a time a 0 lieed, 

Who graz'd among a num'rous breed, 
With mutiny had fir'd the train, 
And ſpread diſſenſion through the plain. 
On matters that concern'd the ſtate - 
The council met in grand debate. 

A colt, whoſe eye-balls flam'd with ire, 

Elate with ſtrength and yonthful fire, 

In haſte ſtept forth before the reſt, 

And thus the liſt' ning throng addreſt. 
Good gods! how abject is our race, 

Condemn'd to ſlav'ry and diſgrace! 

Shall we our ſer vitude retain, 10 

Becauſe our fires have borne the chain? 

Conſider, friends, your ſtrength and ah 

Tis conqueſt to aſſert your right. 

How cumb'rous is the gilded coach! 

The pride of man is our represch. 

Were we deſign'd for daily toil, | 

To drag the ploug ſhare 3 wil, 


125 


- 2464 


aa F A B L E S. 


To ſweat in harneſs through the road, 
To grone beneath the carrier's load 
How feeble are the two-legg'd kind! 
What force is in our nerves combin d! 
Shall then our nobler jaws ſubmit 
To foam and champ the galling bit ? 
Shall hayghty man my back beſtride? 
.Shall the ſharp ſpur provoke my-lide? 
Forbid it, Heav'ns! Reject the rein; * 
Tour ſhame, your infamy diſdain. 
Let him the lion'firſt contronl, 
And ſtill the tyg er's famiſh'd growl. 
Let us, like them, our freedom claim, 
And make him tremble at our name. 
A general nod approv'd the cauſe, 
And all the circle neigh'd applauſe. - 
When, lol with grave and folemn pace, 
A ſteed advanc'd before the race, 
With age and long experience wiſe; 
Around he caſt his thoughtful eyes, 
And, to the murmurs of the train, 
Thus ſpoke the Neſtor of the plain. 
When I had bealth and.ſtrength, like you, 
The toils of ſervitude I knew. . 
Now grateful man rewards my pains, 
And gives me all theſe wide domains. 
At will I crop the year's increaſe; - 
My latter life is reſt and peace. 
4 grant to man we lend our pains, 
And aid him to correct the plains. 
But doth not he divide the care, 
Through all che labours of the.year 2 
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How many thouſand ſtructures ie, 
To fence us from inclement ſxies! 
For us he bears the ſultry day, + 
And ſtores up all our winter's hay. } 
Ke ſows, he reaps the harveſt's gain; 
We ſhare the toil, and ſhare the grain. 
C Since ev'ry creature was decreed |, 
To aid cach other's mutual need, 
Appeaſe your diſcontented mind, 
And a& the part by Heav'n aſſign d. 
The tumult ceas d. The colt ſubmitted, 
And, like his e was bitted. 
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The Hound and the HumTsMan. 


Mpertinence at firſt is 1 

With heedleſs flight, or ſmiles of ſcorn; 3 
Teaz'd into wrath, what patience bears 

The noiſy fool who perſeveres? 


The morning wakes, the Huntſman ſounds, 
t once ruſh forth the joyful hounds, 

bey ſeck the wood with eager pace, 

brongh buſh, through brier explore the chaſe, 
ow ſcatter'd wide, they try the plain, 

ad ſnuff the dewy turf in vain. 
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What care, what induſtry, ind pains! E 
What univerſal ſilense reigns !: 197 

Ringwood, a ran of little 150 2c 
Young, pert, and ignorant of gating! is 05 
At once diſplays his baddlingthrout;z 
The pack, regardleſs of the note, 
Purſue the ſcent; with louder ſtrain” 

He ſtill perſiſts to vex the train. 

The Huntſman to the elamour flies; 
The ſmacking laſn he ſmartly plics. 1 855 
His ribs all welk'd, wich bowling! tone 
The puppy thus expreſs'd his moan. 

I know, the muſic of my tongue 
Long fince the pack with envy ſtung. 
What will not ſpite ? Theſe bitter ſmarts 
I owe to my ſuperior parts. 3 ' 

When puppies prate, the N cry 'L 
They ſhow both ignorance and pride ; 

Fools may our ſcorn, not envy raiſe, 

For envy is a kind of praile, 

Had not thy forward noiſy tongue 
Proclaim'd thee always in the wrong, 
Thou mighe'ſt have mingled with re, 
And ne er thy fooliſh nofe confeſt, me 4 
But fools, to talking ever prone, * 
Are ſure to make their follies known. 
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The Po Ir and the Ros x. 


Hate the man who builds his name 
1 On ruins of another's fame. 

Thus prudes, by characters o'erthrown, 
Imagine that they raiſe their own. 

Thus ſeribblers, covetous of praiſe, 
Think flander can tranſplant the bays, 
Beauties and bards have equal pride, 
With both all rivals are decry'd. 

Who praiſes Leſbia's eyes and feature, 
Muſt call her ſiſter, aukward creature; 
For the Kind flatt'ry's ſure to charm, 

hen we ſome other nymph diſarm. 


As in the cool of early day 

Poet ſought the ſweets of May, 

The garden s' fragrant breath aſcends, - 
uud ev'ry ſtalk with odour bends. 

\ roſe he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd, 
Thus ſinging as the Muſe inſpir'd. 


„ Roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace. 
How happy ſhould 1 prove, 
light I ſupply that envy'd place 


With never-fading lover” 
Jol. II, „„ ö 
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There, Phoenix like, beneath her eye, 


Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die! : 
Know, hapleſs flower, that thou ſhalt find I 
More fragrant roſes there ; C 
1 ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd. , 
With envy and deſpair! 0 


One common fate we both muſt prove ; ; 


You die with envy, I with love. 1 

Spare your compariſons, gel d 1 
An angry Roſe, who grew beſide. 1 
Of all mankind you ſhould not flout us. a= 
What can a poet do without us! 10 
In ev'ry love-ſong roſes bloom; Th 
We lend you colour and perfume. 5 Fo 
Does it to Chloe's charms conduce, | By 
To found her praiſe on our abuſe ? "4 
Muſt we, to flatter her, be made | 


To wither, envy, pine, and fade ? 
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The Cox, the HoKk SE, and the SHE PHERD's Doc. 


| T* lad, of all- ſufficient merit, 
With modeſty nel er amps! his wake 
Preſuming on his own deſerts, | 
On all alike his tongue exerts; 
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His noiſy jokes at random throws, 

And pertly ſpatters friends and foes; 
In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own'difgrace, 

Too late the forward youth ſhall find 
That jokes are ſometimes paid in kind; 
or if they canker in the breaſt, 

He makes a foe who makes a jeſt, 
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A village-cur, of ſnappiſh race, 
The perteſt puppy of the place, 
Imagin'd that his treble throat 
Was bleſt with muſick's ſweeteſt note; 
la the mid road he baſking lay, 
The yelping nuiſance of the way: 
For no: a creature paſt along 
But had a ſample of his ſong. 
Soon as the trotting ſteed he hears, 
He ſtarts, he cocks his dapper ears; 
Away he ſcowrs, aſſaults his hoof; 
Now near him ſnarls, now barks aloof ; 
With ſhrill impertinence attends ; 
Nor leaves him 'till the village ends. 
It chanc'd, upon his evil day, 
A Pad came pacing down the way; 
| The Cur, with never-ceaſing tongue, 
Upon the paſſing trav'ler ſprung. 
The horſe from ſcorn provok' d to ire, 
Flung backward ; rolling in the mire, 
The puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay; 
The Pad in peace purſu'd his way. 
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A ſhepherd's Dog, who faw the deed, 
Deteſtiog the vexatious breed, 


| Beſpoke him thus. When e brue, Nt 


They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate. 
Thy teazing tongue had judgment ty'd, 
Thou hadſt not, like a puppy, dy d. 
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Eath, on a ſolemn u of ir m6 
In all his pomp of terrors ſate: | 
Th' attendants of his gloomy reign, 


Croud the vaſt court. With KGlow tone 

A voice thus thunder'd from the throne. 
This night our miniſter we name, 

Let ev'ry ſervant ſpeak his claim; 

Merit ſhall bear this ebon wand. 


All, at the word, ſtretch'd forth their hand. 


Fever, with burning heat poſſeſt, 
Advanc'd, and for the wand addreſt. 

I to the weekly bills appeal, 
Let thoſe expreſs my fervent zeal ; 
On ev'ry ſlight occaſion ow | 
With violence | perſevere. 

Next Gout appears with Vibping pace, 
Pleads how he ſhifts from place to place; 
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From head to foot how ſwift he flies, 
And ev'ry joint and ſinew plies, 
Still working when he ſeems ſuppreſt,. 
A moſt tenacious ſtubborn gueſt. 
A haggard ſpectre from the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus aſſerts his due. 
Tis I who taint the ſweeteſt joy, 
And in the ſhape of love deſtroy: 5 
My ſhanks, ſunk eyes, and noſeleſs face, 
Prove my pretenſion to the place. 
Stone urg' d his ever-growing foree. 
And, next, Conſumption's meagre corſe, 
With feeble voice, that ſcarce was heard, 
broke with ſhort coughs, his ſuit preferr d. 
Let none object my ling'ring way, 
| gain, like Fabius, by delay; 
Fatigue and weaken ey'ry foe. 
By long attack, ſecure though ſſow. 
Plague repreſents his rapid power, 
Who thinn'd a nation in an hour, | 
All ſpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand. 
Now expectation huſh'd the band, 
When thus the monarch from the throne. 
Merit was ever modeſt known. 
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What, no phyſician ſpeak bis right ! 1 


None here? But fees their toils requite, Mm 

Let then Intemp'rance take the wand, 

Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 

You, Fever, Gout, and all the rel, 

(Whom wary men, as foes, deteſt), 555 

forego your claim; no more pretend: eee 

Intewp'rance is elleem d a friend; 5 
Iz 
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A ſhepherd's Dog, who ſaw tlie deed, 
Deteſtiog the vexatious breed, 
Beſpoke him thus. When e e, n. 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate. 
Thy teazing tongue had judgment ty d, 5 
Thou hadſt not, like a puppy, dy d. 


FABLE XLVI. 


The Co . DEATH. 


Eath, on a ſolemn night of ſtate, 
In all his pomp of terrors fates 
Th' attendants of his gloomy reign, | 
Diſeaſes dire, a gbaſtly was,” © 
Croud the vaſt court.” With hollow tone 
A voice thus thunder'd from the throne. 
This night our miniſter we name, 
Let ev'ry ſervant ſpeak his claim; 
Merit ſnhall bear this ebon wand. 
All, at the word, ſtretch'd forth their hand, 
Fever, with burning heat poſſeſt, f 
Advanc'd, and for the wand addreſt. 
I to the weekly bills appeal, 
Let thoſe expreſs my ferveut zeal ; 
On ev'ry light occaſion near, 
With violence [ perſevere. 
Next Gout appears with limping pace, 
Pleads how he ſhifts from place to place; 
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From head to foot how ſwift he flies, 
And ev'ry joint and ſinew plies, 

Still working when he ſeems ſuppreſt, 

A moſt tenacious ſtubborn gueſt. 

A haggard ſpectre from the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus aſſerts his due. 
Tis I who taint the ſweeteſt joy, 

And in the ſhape of love deſtroy : 
My ſhanks, ſunk eyes, and noſeleſs face, 
Prove my pretenſion to the place. 

Stone urg'd his ever-growing force. 
And, next, Conſumption's meagre corſe, 
With feeble voice, that ſcarce was heard, 
Broke with ſhort coughs, his ſuit preferr'd, | 
Let none object my ling'ring way, 
| gain, like Fabius, by delay; 

Fatigue and weaken ey'ry foe. 
By long attack, ſecure though ſſow. 

Plague repreſents his rapid power, 

Who thinn'd a nation in an hour. 


All ſpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand- 


Now expectation huſnh'd the band, 

When thus the monarch from the throne. 
Merit was ever modeſt known. 

What, no phyſician ſpeak his right! 

None here? But fees their toils requite, 

Let then Intemp'rance take the wand, 

Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 

You, Fever, Gout, and all the reſl, 

(Whom wary men, as focs, deteſt), 


Forego your claim; no more pretend;  _ 


lntemp' rance is eſteem'd a friend; 
: os OX W543 1 3 
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He ſhares their mirth, their ſocial joys, 
And, as a courted gueſt, deſtroys. 
The charge on him muſt juſtiy fall, 
Who finds employment for you all. 
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The GARDENER and the Hoo, 

Gard'ner, of peculiar taſte, 

On a young Hog his favour plac'd; 
Who fed not with the common herd; 
His tray was to the hall preferr d. 

He wallow'd underneath the board, 

Or in his maſter's chamber ſhor'd ; 

Who fondly ſtroak'd bim ey'ry day, 

And taught him all the puppy's play. 
| Where-Cer he went, the grunting friend 
Neꝰ'er fail'd his pleaſure to attend. 

As on a time, the loving pair 

Walk'd forth tq tend the garden's care, 
The maſter thus addreſs'd the ſwine. 


on turnips feaſt whene'er you pleaſe, 1 
And riot in my beans and peaſe; 1 
If the potatoc's taſte delights, | 7 
Or the red carrot's ſweet” invites, Wh 
Indulge thy morn and evening ours. Sha 


But let due care t̃etzard my flowers: 
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My tulips are my garden's pride. 
What vaſt expence thoſe beds ſupply d! 

The Hog by chance one morning roam'd, 
Where with new ale the veſſels foam'd. 

He munches now the ſteaming grains, 

Now with full ſwill the liquor drains, 
Intoxicating fumes ariſe ; 

He reels, he rolls his vinking eyes; 

Then ſtagg'riag through the garden, ſeours, 
And treads down painted ranks of flowers. 
With delving ſnout he turns the foil, 

And cools his palate with the ſpoil. 

The Maſter came, the ruin ſpy'd. 
Villain, fuſpend thy rage, he cry'd. 

Haſt thou, thou moſt ungrateful ſot, 
My charge, my only charge forgot? 
What, all my flowers! No more he ſaid, 
But gaz d, and ſigh'd, and hung his head. 

The Hog with ſtutt ring ſpeeeh returns: 
Explain, Sir, why your anger burns. 
dee there, untouch' d, your tulips ſtrown ! 
For I devour'd the roots alone. 

At this the Gard'ner's paſſion grows; 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows. 
The ſtubbora brute the blows ſuſtains ; 
Aſſaults his leg, and tears the veins. 

Ah! fooliſh ſwain, too late you find 
That ſties were for ſuch friends deſign'd! 

Homeward he limps with painful pace, 
Reflecting thus on paſt diſgrace. | 
Who cheriſhes a brutal mate, 

Shall mourn the folly ſoon or late. 


14 
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The Max and the Fl EA. 


YT Hether on earth, or air, or main, 
Sure ev'ry thing alive is vain! 
: Does not the hawk all fowls ſurvey, 
As deſtin'd only for his prey? 
And do not tyrants, prouder things, 


Think men were born for ſlaves to kings? 
When the crab views the pearly ſtrands, 


Or Tagus, bright with golden ſands; 
Or crawls beſide the coral grove, 

And hears the ocean roll above; 
Nature is too profuſe, ſays he, 
Who gave all theſe to pleaſure me !- 


When bord'ring.pinks and roſes bloom, 


And ev'ry garden breathes perfume; 
When peaches glow with ſunny dyes, 
Like Laura's cheek, when bluſhes riſe ; : 
When with huge figs the branches bend, 
When cluſters from the vine depend; 
The ſnail looks round on flow'r and tree. 
And cries; All theſe were made for me! 
What dignity's in human nature, 
Says man, the moſt conceited creature, 
As from a cliff he caſt his eye, 

And view'd the fea and arched ſæy; 
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The ſun was ſunk beneath the main, 
The moon, and all the ſtarry train, 
Hung the vaſt vault of heav'n. The man 
| His contemplatio.1 thus began, 
When I behold this glorious ſhow, 
And the wide wat'ry world below, 
The ſealy people of the main, 
The beaſts that range the wood or plain, 
The wing'd' inhabitants of air, 
The day, the night, the various year, 
And know all thefe by heav'n deſign'd 
As gifts to pleaſure human kind; 
I cannot raiſe my worth too high; 
Of what vaſt conſequence am I! 
Not of th* importance you ſappoſe, 
Replies a Flea upon his noſe, 
Be humble, learn thyſelf to ſean ; 
Know, pride was never made for man. 
'Tis vanity that ſwells thy mind. 
What, heav'n and earth for thee deſign' al. | \ 
For thee ! made only for our need, 
That more important fleas might feed. 
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The Haz and many FRI der 


Aivddlip, like love, is but a name, ; 
Unleſs to one you ſtint the flame. 
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The child, whom many fathers ſhare, 
Hath ſeldom known a father's care, | -- 
*Tis thus in friendſhips ; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 


A Hare, who in a civil way, 
Comply'd with ev'ry thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beſtial train, 

Who haunt the wood, or graze the a 
Her care was, never to oflend, 
And ev'ry creature was her friend, 

As forth ſhe went at early dawn 
To taſte the dew-heſprinkled lawn, 
Behind ſhe hears the hunzer's cries, 
And from the deep · wouth'd thunder flies. 
She ſtarts, ſhe ſtops, ſhe pants for breath; 
She hears the near advance of death; 

She doubles to miſlead the bound, 
And meaſures back her mazy royyd ; 
Till, fainting in the public way, 
Half-dead with fear ſhe gaſping lay. 

What tranſport in her boſom grew, 
When firſt the horſe appear'd in view! 

Let me, ſays ſhe, your back aſcend, 
And owe my ſafety to a friend. 

You know my feet betray my flight; 
To friendſhip ev ry burden's light. 

The horſe reply d, Poor honeſt Puſs, 
It grie ves my beatt to ſee thee thus, 
Be comforted, relief is near; 

For all your friends are in the rear. 


dhe next the ſtately Bull implor'd; 
And thus reply'd the mighty lord. 
Since ev'ry beaſt alive can tell 

That I ſincerely wiſh you well, 

I may, without offence, pretend 

To take the freedom of a friend. 

Love calls me hence: A fav'rite cow 
Expects me near yon barley-mow ; 
And when a lady's in the caſe, 

You know all other things give place. 
To leave you thus might ſeem unkind ; 
But ſee, the goat is juſt behind. 

The goat remark'd her pulſe was high, 
Her languid head, her heavy eye. 
My back, ſays he, may do you harm ; 
The ſacep's at hand, and wool is warm. 

The ſheep was feeble, and complain'd 
His ſides a load of wool ſuſtain'd: 

Said he was flow, confeſs'd his fears; 
For hounds eat ſheep as well as hares. 

She now the trotting calf addreſs'd, 
To fave from death a friend diſtreſs'd. 

Shall I, ſays he, of tender age, 

In this important care engage ? 

Older and abler paſs'd you by ; 

How ſtrong are thoſe ! how weak am I! 
Should I preſume to bear you hence, 
Thoſe friends of mine may take offence. 
Excuſe me then. You know my heart. 
But deareſt friends, alas! muſt part. 
How ſhall we all lament. Adieu; 

For ſee the hounds are juſt in view, 


"The End of the Firſt Part. 


IN TWO PARTS 


PART SECON D. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HESE FABLES were finiſhed by Mr Gar, 
and intended for the preſs, a ſhort time before 
bis death; when they were left, with his other papers, 
tothe care of his noble friend and patron the Duke 
of QUEENSBERRY. His Grace has accordingly 
permitted them to the preſs, and they arc here printed 
from the originals in the author's own hand-writing» 
We hope they will pleaſe equally with his former 
Fables, though moſtly on ſubjefts of a graver and 
more political turn. They will certainly ſhow him 
to have been (what he eſteemed the beſt character) a 


man of a truly honeſt heart, and a ſincere lover of his 
country . 
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PART SECOND 


FABLE 1 
The DoG and the Fo x. 


To a LAWYER. 


Know you lawyers can, with eaſe, 

Twiſt words and meanings as you pleaſe; 
at language, by your ſkill made pliant, 

fill bend to favour ev'ry client; 

ut tis the fee directs the ſenſe. 

make out either ſide's pretences 

ten you peruſe the cleareſt caſe, 

u ſee it with a double face: 

t ſcepticiſm's your profeſſion.z _ 

hold there's doubt in all expreſſions. 
Hence is the bar with fees ſupply'd;- 

ace eloquence takes either ſide. 

u hand would have but panltry Sleaningz . 
d ev'ry man expreſs his meaning. 
fol, II. K 
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Who dares preſume to pen a deed, 
- Unleſs you previouſly are feed? 
 *Tis drawn; and, to augment the coſt, 
In dull prolixity ingroſt. 
And now we're well ſecur'd by law, 
Till the next brother find a flaw. 

Read o'er a will, Wag't ever known, 
But you eould make the will your own? 
For when you read, 'tis with intent 
To find out meanings never meant. 

Since things are thus, /e defendendo, 
I bar fallacious innuendo. 

Sagacious Porta's ſkill could trace 

Some beaſt or bird in ev'ry. face. 
The head, the eye, the noſe's ſhape, 
Prov'd this an owl, and that an ape. 
When, in the ſketches, thus defign'd, . 
Reſemblance brings ſome friend to mind, 
Lou ſhow the piece, and give the hint, 
And find each feature in the print; 
So monſtrous · like the portraits found, 
All know it, and the laugh goes round. 
Like him I draw from gen'ral nature: 
Is't I or you then fix the ſatyr? 

80, Sir, I beg you ſpare your pains 
In making comments on my ſtrains, 
All private ſlander I deteſt, | 
I judge not of my neighbour's breaſt; oh 
Party and prejudice I hate, | 
And write no libels on the fate. 

Shall not my fable cenſure vice, 
Becauſe a knave is over · nice? 


* 
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Ind, leſt the guilty hear and dread, 
Shall not the decalogue be read? 

If I laſh vice in gen'ral fiction, 

It I apply, or ſelf - con viction? 

Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame, 
If men in morals are the ſame ? 

[no man call an ape or aſs; | 
'Tis his own conſcience holds the glaſs, 
Thus void of all offence I write: 

Who claims the fable, knows his right, 


A ſhepherd's dog, unſkill'd in ſports, 
Pick'd up acquaintance of all ſorts ; 
Among the reſt a fox he knew; 
ij frequent chat their friendſhip grew. 

days Reynard, Tis a cruel caſe, 
That man ſhould ſtigmatize our race. 
No doubt, among us rogues you find, 
As among dogs and human kind; 
And yet (unknown to me and you) 
here may be honeſt men and true. 
Thus ſlander tries, whate'er it can, 

o put us on the foot with man. 

Let my own actions recommend; 

No prejudice can blind a friend: 

ſou know me free from all diſguiſe ; 
ly honour as my life I prize. 

By talk like this, from all miſtruſt 
The dog was-cur'd, and thought him juſt, 
As on a time the fox held forth 
n conſcience, honeſty, and worth, 
aden he ſtopt 3 he cock'd his ear; 
dropt his bruſhy tail with fear. 
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Bleſs us! the hunters are abroad. 
What's all that elatter on the road ? 
Hold, fays the dog, we're ſafe from harm :. 
»Twas nothing but a falſe alarm. 
At yonder town 'tis market-day; 
Some farmer's wife is on the way: 
*Tis fo, (I know her pye-ball'd mare), 
Dame Dobbins with her poultry-ware. 
Reynard grew huff. Says he, this ſneer 
From you l little thought to hear: 
Your meaning in your looks J ſee. 
Pray, what's Dame Dobbins, friend, to me? 
Did I e' er make her poultry thinner ? 
Prove that | owe the dame a dinner. 
Friend, quoth the cur, I meant no harm: 
Then why ſo captious ? why ſo warm? 
My words, in common acceptation, 
Could never give this provocation. 
No lamb, (for aught I ever knew), 
May be more innocent than ou. 
At this, gall'd Reynard winc'd, and ſwore 
Such language ne'er was giv'n before. 
What's lamb to me) This ſaucy hint 
Shows me, baſe knave, which way you ſquint. 
If other night your maſter loſt _ 
Three lambs ; am I. to pay the colt ? 
Your vile reſſections would imply 
That I'm the thief. Von dog, you lie. 
Thou knave, thou fool, (the dog reply d), 
The name is juſt, take either fide ; 
Thy guilt theſe applications ſpeak : 
Sirrah, tis conſcience. makes you ſqueak, 


Zo ſaying, on the fox he flies, 
The ſelf-convicted felon dies, 


FF 


The VuLTv RE, the SPARROW, and other Birds, 


To a FRIEND in the Country. 


TRE I begio, I muſt premiſe 
Our miniſters are good and wile; 

8o, though malicious tongues apply, 
Pray, what care they, or what care I? 

If Jam free with courts ; be't known, 
I neer preſume to mean our own, 
If general morals ſeem to joke 
Our miniſters, and ſueh like folk, 
A captious fool may take offence; 
What then? He knows his own preteneo7 
I meddle with no ſtate-affairs, 
But ſpare my jeſt, to ſave my ears. 
Our preſent ſchemes are too profound, 
For Machiavel himſelf to ſound : 
To cenſure em I've no pretenſion ; 
I own they're paſt my comprehenſion. ; 

You ſay your brother wants a place, 
("Tis many a younger brother's caſe), 
And that he very ſoon intends 
To ply the court, and teaze his friends. 
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If there his merits chance to find 

A patriot of an open mind, 

Whoſe conſtant actions prove him juſt 
To both a king's and people's truſt; 
May he, with gratitude, attend, 
And owe his riſe to ſuch a friend. 

You praiſe his parts, for bus'neſs fit, 
His learning, probity, and wit; 

But thoſe alone will never do, 
Unleſs his patron have em too. 

I've heard of times, (pray God defend us, 
We're not ſo good but he can mend us), 
When wicked miniſters have trod 
On kings and people, law and God; 
With arrogance they girt the throne, 
And knew no int'reſt but their own. 

Then virtue, from preferment barr'd, 
Gets nothing but its on reward. 
A gang of petty knaves attend em, 
With proper parts to recommend 'em. 
'Then, if his patron burn with luſt, 
The firſt in favour's pimp the firſt. 
His doors are never clos'd to ſpies, 
Who cheer his heart with double lies; 


They flatter him, his foes defame, 2 
So lull the pangs of guilt and ſhame, © A 
If ſchemes of lucre haunt his brain, * 
Projectors ſwell his greedy train; 

Vile brokers ply his private ear _ n 
With jobs of plunder for the year; 7 


All conſciences muſt bend and ply; 
You muſt yote on, and not know why : 
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Through thick and thin you muſt go on; 
One ſeruple, and your place is gone. 

Since plagues like theſe have curs'd a land, 
And fav'rites cannot always ſtand ; 
Good courtiers ſhould for change be ready, 
And not have principles teo ſteady : 
For, ſhould a knave ingroſs the pow'r, 
(God ſhield the realm from that ſad hour), 
He muſt have rogues, or laviſh fools : 
For what's a knave without his tools ? 

Wherever thoſe a people drain, 
And ſtrut with infamy and gain; 
| envy not their guiltiand ſtate, 
And ſcorn to ſhare the public hate. 
Let their own ſervile creatures riſe, 
By ſcreening fraud, and venting lies: 
Give me, kind: Heav'n, a private ſtation , 
A mind ſerene for contemplation : 
Title and profit I refign ; 
The poſt of honour ſhall be mine. 
My fable read, their merits view, 
Then herd who will with ſuch a crew. 


In days of yore (my cautious rhimes 
Always except the preſent times) 

A greedy Vulture, {kill'd in game, 

Inur'd to guilt, unaw'd by ſhame, % 


+ ——— When impious men bear ſway, 
The poſt of honour is a private ſtation. 
 ADDISON> 
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Approach'd the throne in evil hour, Ic 
And ſtep by ſtep intrudes to pow'r.s Fro 
When at the royal cagle's ear | | Wit 
He longs to caſe the monarch's care. | ( 


The monarch gtants. With pride 11 
Bchold him miniſter of ſtate 
Around him thront d the feather'd / rout. 
Friends muſt be ſerv'd, and ſome muſt out. 
Each thinks his own the beſt pretenſion; 
This aſks a place, and that a penſion. 
The nightingale was ſet aſide. 
A forward daw his room ſupply'd. 
This bird, (ſays he), for bus neſs fit, 
Hath both ſagacity and wit. 
With all his turns, and ſhifts, and tricks, 
He's docile, and at nothing ſticks. 
Then with his neighbours one fo free 
At all times will connive at me. 
The hawk had due diſtin ion ſhown, 
For parts and talents like his own. 
Thouſands of hireling cocks attend him, - 
As bluſt'ring bullies to defend him. 
At once the ravens were diſcarded, 
And magpies with their poſts rewarded. 
Thoſe fowls of omen I deteſt, 
That pry into another's neſt. 
State- lies muſt loſe all good intent; 
For they fore ſee and croak th' event. 
My friends ne'er think, but talk by rote, 
Speak what they're taught, and ſo to vote. 
When rogues like theſe (a Sparrow cries) 
To honours and — riſe, 


FABLE» 
court no favour, aſk no place; 
From ſuch-preferment-is diſgrace, 
Within my thatch'd retreat I find 
{What theſe nc'er teel) true peace of mind. 
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The Bag oo and the POULTRY. 


To a LEVEE-YUNTER, 


I17E frequently miſplace eſteem 
Buy judtging men by what they ſeem. 


To birth, wealth, power, we ſhould allow 
Precedence and our loweſt bow. | 


n that is due diſtinction ſhown, 

ſteem is virtue's right alone. 

With partial eye we're apt to ſee 

he man of noble pedigree, 

ere prepoſſeſs'd my Lord inherits 

n ſome degree his grandſire's merits ; - 
For thoſe we find upon record : 

ut find him nothing but my Lord. 
When we with ſuperficial view 

ate on the rich, we're dazzled too. 

Je know that wealth, well underſtood, 
ath frequent pow'r of doing good. 
hen fancy that the thing is done, 

s if the pow'r and wiil were one, 
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Thus oft the cheated croud adore | 
The thriving knaves that keep em poor. 
The cringing train of pow'r ſurvey; 

What creatures are ſo low as they 
With what obſcquiouſneſs they bend! 
To what vile actions condeſcend! 
Their riſe is on their meanneſs built, 
And flatt'ry is their ſmalleſt guilt. 
What homage, rev'rence, adoration, 
In ev'ry age, in ev'ry nation, 
Have ſycophants to pow'r addreſs d! 
No matter who the pow'r poſſeſs d. 
Let miniſters be what they will, 
You find their levees always fill. 
Ev'n thoſe who have perplex'd a ſtate, 
Whoſe actions claim'd contempt and hate, 
Had wretches to applaud their ſchemes, 
Though more abſurd than madmens dreams, 
When barb'rous Moloch was invok d, 
The blood of infants only ſmoak'd! 
But here (unleſs all hiſt'ry lies) 
Whole realms have 2711 a ſacrifice. 
Lock through all courts. *Tis pow'r we find 
The gen'ral idol of mankind; 
There worſhipp'd under ev'ry ſhape. 
Alike the lion, fox, and ape, | 
Are follow'd by time - ſerving flaves, 
Rich proſtitutes and needy knaves. 
Who then ſhall glory in his poſt ? 
How frail his pride, how vain his boaſt ! 
The followers of his proſp'rous hour 
Are as unſtable as his pow'r. 
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pow 'r, by the breath of flatt'ry nurſt, 
The more it ſwells, is nearer burſt. 

The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends, 
And in a dirty tear deſcends. | 


Once on a time, an ancient maid, 

By wifhes and by time decay'd, | 
To cure the pangs of reſtleſs thought, 
In birds and beaſts amuſement ſought : 
Dogs, parrots, apes, her hours employ'd ; 
Vith theſe alone ſhe talk'd and toy'd. 

A huge Baboon her fancy took, 
(Almoſt a man in ſize and look). 

He finger'd ev'ry thing he found, 

And mimick'd all the ſervants round. 
Then too his parts and ready wit 
Show'd him for ev'ry bus'neſs fit. 

With all theſe talents, twas but juſt 
That Pug ſhould hold a place of truſt ; 
So to her fav'rite was aſlign'd 

The charge of all her feather'd kind. 
'Twas his to tend em eve and morn, 

ind portion out their daily corn. 

Behold him now with baughty ſtride, 
Aſſume a miniſterial pride. 

The morning roſe. In hope of picking, 
Swans, turkeys, peacocks, ducks, and chicken, 
owls of all ranks ſurround his hut, 

Lo worſhip his important ſtrut. 
be miniſter appears. The croud, 
ow here, now there, obſequious bow'd. 
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This prais'd his parts, and that his face, 
T*other his dignity in place. 
From bill to bill the flatt'ry ran, 
He hears and bears it like a man: 
For, when we flatter ſelf- conceit, 
We but his ſentiments repeat. 
If we're too ſcrupulouſly juſt, 
What profit's in a place of truſt? 
The common practice of the great, 
Is, to ſecure a inug retreat. 
So Pug began to turn his brain 
(Like other folks in place) on gain. 
An apple-woman's ſtall was near, 
Well ſtock'd with fruits through all the year. 
Here ev'ry day hecramm'd his guts, | 
Hence were his hoards of pcars and nuts; 
For 'twas agreed (in way of trade) 
His payments ſhould in corn be made, 
The ſtock of grain was quickly ſpent, 
And no account which way it went, | 
Then tos the poultry's ſtarv'd condition 
Caus d ſpeculations of ſuſpicion,” 
The facts were prov'd beyond diſpute. 
Pug muſt refund his hoards of fruit; 
And, though then miniſter in chief, 
Was branded as a public thief. 
- Diſgrae'd, deſpis'd, confin'd to chains, 
He nothing but his pride retains. 
A gooſe paſs'd by : He knew the face, 
Seen ev'ry leyee while in place, 
What, no reſpect! no rev'rence ſhown! 
How ſaucy are theſe creatures grown! 
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Not two days ſince (ſays he) you. bow'd 
The ioweſt of my fawning croud, 

Proud fool, (replies the gooſe), tis true, 
by corn a flutt'ring levee drew; 

For that l join'd the hungry train, 

And fold thee flatt'ry for thy grain, 

Bat then, as now, conceited ape, - 

We ſaw thee in thy proper ſhape. 
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The Any is office. 


Too Fenn. 


0 tell me that you L #ppredend 
| My verſe may touchy folks offend. 
prudence too you think my rhimes 
ould never ſquint at courtiers crimes; 
or though nor this, nor that is meant, 
n we another's thoughts prevent? 
Yon aſk me, If I ever knew 
urt-chaplains thus the lawn purſue? 
neddle not with gown or lawn. 
ets, | grant, to riſe mult fawn, 
bey know great cars are over-nice, 
nd never ſhock their patron's Vice. 
| this hackney path deſpiſe ; 
4 my ambition not to riſe. 
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If I muſt proſtitute the muſe, 
The baſe conditions I refuſe. _ 
I neither flatter or defame, 

Yet own 1 would bring guilt to ſhame. 
If 1 Corruption's hand expoſe, 
I make corrupted men my foes. 

What then? | hate the paltry tribe. 

Be virtue mine; be theirs the bribe. 

I no man's property invade : 
Corruption's yet no lawful trade, 

Nor would it mighty ills produce, 
Could I ſhame brib'ry out of uſe. 

I know twould cramp moſt politicians, 
Were they ty'd down to theſe conditions. 
'Twould (tint their power, their riches bound, 
And make their parts ſcem leſs profound. 
Were they deny'd their proper tools, 

How could they lead their knaves and fools ? 
Were this the caſe, let's take a view, 

What dreadful miichicfs would enſue. 
Though it might aggrandize the ſtate, 
Could private lux ry dine on plate? 
Kings might indeed their friends reward, 
But miniſters find leſs regard. | 
Informers, ſycophants, and ſpies, . 
Would not augment the year's ſupplics, 
Perhaps too, take away this prop, 

An annual job or two might drop, 

Beſides, if penſions were deny d, 

Could Avarice ſupport its pride? 

It might ev'n miniſters confound, } . 

And yet the ſtate be ſafe and ſound. 
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[ care not though tis underſtood ; 
loaly mean my country's good: 

4nd (let who will my freedom blame) 
eich all courtiers did the ſame. 

yy, though ſome folks the leſs hr get, 
Iviſk the nation out of debt. 

put no private man's ambition 

ſih public good in competition: 
Rather than have our laws defac'd, 
vote a miniſter diſgrac'd. 

Uſtrike at vice, be't where it will; 

d what if great fools take it ill ? 

I hope, corruption, brib ry, penſion, 

he may with deteſtation mention: 

Ttiok you the law (let who will take it) 
an ſcandalum mag natum make it? 

| veat no ſlander, owe no grudge, 

ir of another's conſcience Judge : 5 

i bim or him I take no aim, 

t dare againſt all vice declaim. 

all I not cenſure breach of truſt, 

uſe knaves know themſelves unjuſt ? 
ſteward whoſe account is clear, 
kmands his honour may appear: 

b ations never ſhun the light; 

is, and would be prov'd upright. 

but then you think my fable bears 
ſion too to ſtate- affairs. 3 
grant it does: And who's fo great, 
lat has the privilege to denk | 

then in any future reign 

or miniſters may thirſt for is) 
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Corrupted hands defraud the nation; 
L bar no reader's application, 


An Ant there was, whoſe forward prate 
Controul'd all matters in debate; 
Whether he knew the thing or no, 

His tongue eternally would go: 

For he had impudence at will, 

And boaſted univerſal ſkill, 

Ambition was his point in view. _ 

Thus by degrees to pow'r he grew. 

Behold him now his drift attain ; 

He's made chief treas'rer of the grains 
But as their ancient laws are juſt, 

And puniſh breach of public truſt, 

Tis order'd, (leſt wrong application | 

Should ſtarve that wiſe induſtrious nation}, 

That all accounts be ſtated clear, 

Their ſtock, and what defray'd the year; 

That auditors ſhall theſe inſpeQ, | 

And public rapine thus be check'd. 

For this the ſolemn day was ſet. 

The auditors in council met. 

The gran'ry-keeper muſt explain, 

And balance his account of grain. 


He brought (in ce he could not refuſe *em}. 


Some ſcraps of paper to amuſe, em. 
An boneſt piſmire, warm with zeal, 
In juſtice to the public weal, 

Thus ſpoke The nation's board is low: 
From whence docs this profuſian o 
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know our annual fund's amount. 
Why ſuch expence ? and where's th' account ? 
With wonted arrogance and pride, 
The Ant in office thus reply'd. 
| Conſider, Sirs, were ſecrets told, 
How could the beſt-ſchem'd projects hold? 
Should we ſtate-myſteries diſcloſe, 
Twould lay us open to our foes. 
My duty and my well-known zeal 
vid me our preſent ſchemes conceal ; 
bat, on my honour, all th' expence 
(Though vaſt) was for the ſwarm's defence. 
They paſs'd th' account, as fair and juft, 
And yoted him implicit truſt. 
Next year again the gran'ry drain'd, 
lie thus his innocence maintain'd. | 
Think how our preſent matters ſtand, 
What dangers threat from ev'ry hand; 
What hoſts of turkeys ſtroll for food; 
No farmer's wife but hath her brood. 
mlider, when invaſion's near, 
nelligence muſt eoſt us dear; 
Ind, in this tickliſh ſituation, 
\ ſecret told betrays the nation. 
ut, on my honour, all th expence | 
Though vaſt) was for the ſwarm's defence. 
Again, without examination, | 
dey thank'd his ſage adminiſtration. 
The year revolves. The treaſure ſpent, 
zun in ſecret ſervice went. 
u honour too again was pledg'd 


o ſatisfy the charge alledg d. 
Jol. II, 
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When thus, with panic ſhame poſſeſs d., 
An augitor his friends addreſs' d. 
What are we? miniſterial tools. 
We little knaves are greater fools. 
At laſt this ſceret is explor'd; 
Tis our corruption thins the hoard. 


For ev'ry grain we touch' d, at leaſt 


A thouſand his own heaps increas'd. 

Then, for his kin, and fav'rite ſpies, 

A hundred hardly could ſuffice. 

Thus, for a paltry ſneaking bribe, 

We cheat ourſelves, and all the tribe; 

For all the magazine contains, 

Grows from our annual toil and pains, 
They vote th' account ſhall be inſpected; 

The cunning plund'rer is detected: 

The fraud is ſentenc'd ; and his hoard, 

As due, to public uſe reſtor d. 


FABLE v. 


The BEAR in a Boats 
To a Coxcom 8. 


"RAT man muſt daily wiſer grow, 
Whoſe ſearch is bent himſclt to know: 
Impartially he weighs his ſcope, 
And on firm reaſon founds his hope; 


; 7.17 A + 4 
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He tries his ſtrength before ne race, 
And never ſeeks his own ailgrace': 3 
. He knows the compals, ſail, 71 ar, 
or never launches from the ore; 
Before he builds, computes the col, 
And in no proud purfuit is loſt: ; 
He learns the bounds of human ſenſe, 
And ſafely walks within the fence, | 
Thus conſcious of his own defect, 
Are pride and ſelf-importance check . 
If then, en; > to purſue, 
Direct our life in ev'ry view, 
Of all the fools that pride can boaſt, 
A Coxcomb claims JiftinQion moſt. 
Coxcombs are of all ranks and kind z 5 
They're not to ſex or age confirt'd, 
Or rich, or poor, or great, or wall; 
And vanity beſots em all. 
ly ignorance is · pride increas d; 
Thoſe moſt aſſume who know the lead ; 2 
Their own falſe balance gives em weight | 
But ev'ry other finde 'em light. | 
Not that all coxcombs follies triks 
And draw our ridicule alike.. 
To diff*rent merits each protends. 
This in love-yanity tranſcends; . 
That ſmitten with his face and ape, 
by dreſs diſtinguiſhes the ape; 

Tother with learning crams his ſhelf, 
knows books, and all things but himſelf 1 
All theſe are fools of low condition, 
Compar'd with coxcombs of ambition. 
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For thoſe, puff d up with flatt'ry, dare 
Aſſume a nation's various care: 
They ne'er the groſſeſt praiſe miſtruſt, 
Their ſycopbants ſeem hardly juſt; 
For theſe, in part alone, atteſt 
The flatt'ry their own thoughts ſuggelt. 
In this wide ſphere a coxcomb's ſhown 
In other realms beſides his own: 
The ſclf-deem'd Machiavel at large 
By turns controuls in ev'ry charge. 
Does commerce ſuffer in her rights ? 
"Tis he directs the naval flights. 
What ſailor dares diſpute his (kill ? 
He'll be an adm'ral when he will. 
Now, meddling in the ſoldier's trade, 
Troops muſt be hir'd, and levies made. 
He gives ambaſſadors their cue, 
His cobbled treaties to renew; 
And annual taxes muſt ſuffice 
The current blunders to diſguiſe. 
When his crude ſchemes in air are loſt, 
And millions ſcarce defray the coſt, 
His arrogance (nought undiſmay'd) 
Truſting in ſcl{-ſufficient aid, 
On other rocks miſguides the realm, 
And thinks a pilot at the helm. 
He ne'er ſuſpects his want of (kill, 
But blunders on from ill to ill ; | Kore 
And, when he fails of all intent, {t 
Blames only unforeſeen event. 
Leſt you miſtake the application, boat 
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4 Bear of ſhagg and manners rough, 
At climbing trees expert enough ; 
For dextrouſly, and ſafe from harm, 
Yar after year he robb'd the ſwarm. 
Thus, thriving on induſtrious toil, 
le glory d in his pilfer'd ſpoil, 
This trick fo ſwell'd him with conceit, 


He thought no enterprize too great. 
Alike in ſciences and arts, 


fe boaſted univerſal parts; 
Pgmatic, buſy, buſtling, bold, 
lis arrogance was uncontrouP'd ; 
And thus he made his party good, * 
And grew dictator of the wood. 

The veaſts, with admiration, ſtare, 
And think him a prodigious Bear. 
Were any common booty got, 
[was his each portion to allot; 
For why, he found there might be picking, 
n in the carving of a chicken. 
atruding thus, he by degrees 
im'd too the butcher's larger fees. 
nd now his over-weening pride 
1ev'ry province will preſide. 
otalk too difficult was found. 
Is blund'ring noſe miſleads the hound: 
b ſtratagem and ſubtle arts, 
k ovet-rules the fox's parts. 
It chanc'd, as, on a certain day, 
ng the bank he took his way, 
boat, with rudder, fail, and oar, 
anchor floated near the ſhore. 
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Ve noe: and turning te his train, 
Thus pertly vents his vaunting ſtrain. ; 
What blund'ring puppies are wank ind, | 
in ev'ry ſcience always blind! 
1 mock the pedantry of ſchools. 
What are their.compaſſes and rules? 
From me that helm ſhall conduct learn, 
And man his ignorance diſcern, 
So. ſaying, with audacious pride, 
He gains the boat, and climbs. the fide. 
The beaſts aſtoniſh'd-line the ſtrand. 
The anchor weigh'd, he drives from land-: 
The lack fail ſhifts from fide to ſide; 
The boat untrimm'd admits the tide. 
Borne down, adrift, at raadom toſt, 
His oar breaks ſhort, the tudder's loſt. 
The Bear, preſuming in his ſkill, 
Is here and there officious ſtill; | 
Till, ſtriking on the dang*rous fands, 
A-ground the ſhatter'd veſſel ſtands. 
To ſee the-bungler thus diſtreſt, 
The very fiſhes ſneer and jeſt. 
Ev'n gudgeons join in ridicule, 
To mortify the medeling fol. 
The clam'rous watermen appear: 
Threats, curſes; oaths, inſult his ear: 
Seiz'd, threſh'd, and chain'd, he's dragg d to land: 
Deriſion ſhouts along the- ſtrand. 5 
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FT A'B M K YL, 
The SguIxE and his Cox. 


To a COouUNTRY-GENTLEMAN. 


HE man of pure and ſimple heart 
Through life diſdaias a double part. 

He never needs the ſcreen of lies 

lis inward boſom to diſguiſe. 

lu vain malicious tongues affail. 

Let Envy ſnarl, let Slander rail, 

from Virtue's ſhield (ſecure from wound) 

Their blunted yenom'd ſhafts rebound. 

$0 ſhines his light before mankind, 

His actions prove bis honeſt mind. 

[fin his country's cauſe he riſe, 

Debating ſenates to adviſe, 

nbrib'd, unaw'd, he dares impart 

he honeſt dictates of his heart. 

No miniſterial frown he fears, 

put in his virtue perſeveres. 

Bat would you play the politician, 

Whoſe heart's averſe to Intuition, 

lour lips at all times, nay, your reaſon 
luſt be controul'd by place and ſeaſon. 

What ſtateſman could his pow'r ſupport, 
Nere lying tongues forbid the court: 
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Di princely ears to truth attend, 
What miniſter could gain his end ? 
How could he raiſe his tools to place, 
And how his honeſt foes diſgrace ? 
That politician tops his part, 
Who readily can lie with art. 
The man's proficient in his trade; 
His power is ſtrong, his fortune's made. 
By that the int'reſt of the throne 
1s made ſubſervient to his own : 
By that have kings of old deluded, 
All their own friends for his excluded. 
By that, his ſelfiſh ſchemes purſuing, 
He thrives upon the public ruin. 
+ Antiochus, with hardy pace, 
Provok'd the dangers of the chace ; 
And, loſt from all the menial train, 
T ravers'd the wood and pathleſs plain. 
A cottage lodg'd the royal gueſt ; 
The Parthian clown brought forth his beſt. 
The king unknown his feaſt enjoy d, 
And various chat the hours employ'd. 
From wine what ſudden friendſhip ſprings! 
Frankly they talk'd of courts and kings. 
We country-folk (the clown replies) 
Could ope our gracious monarch's eyes. 
The king (as all our neighbours ſay) 
Might he (God bleſs him !) have his way, 
Is ſound at heart, and means our good, 
And he would do it, if he cou'd, 


+ Plutarch. 
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[ftruth in courts were not forbid, 
Nor kings nor ſubjects would be rid. 
Were he in pow'r, we need not doubt him: 
Zut that transferr'd to thoſe about him, 
on them he throws the regal cares : 
And what mind they ? their own affairs. 
If ſuch rapacious hands he truſt, 

The beſt of men may ſeem unjuſt, 

From kings to coblers tis the ſame : 

Bid ſervants wound their maſter's fame. 
lu this our neighbours all agree: 

ſould the king knew as much as we. 

ere he ſtopt ſhort. Repoſe they ſought. 
he peaſant ſlept, the monarch thought. 
The courtiers learn'd, at carly dawn, 
here their loſt ſov'reign was withdrawn. 
be guards approach our hoſt alarms, 

With gaudy coats the cottage ſwarms . 

The crown and purple robes they bring, 
ind proſtrate fall before the king. 

The clown was call'd ; the royal gueſt 

jj due reward his thanks expreſt. 

te king then, turning to the croud, 

{bo fawningly before him bow'd, : 
us ſpoke. Since, bent on private gain, 
our counſels firſt miſled my reign, 
aught and inform'd by you alone, 

o truth the royal car hath known 

il here converſing. Hence, ye crew, 
or now I know myſelf, and you. 
Whenc'er the royal car's ingroſt, 

ne- lies but little genius coſt, 
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The fav'rite then ſecurely robs, 

And gleans a nation by his jobs. 

Franker and bolder grown in ill, 

He daily poiſons dares inftil ; 

And, as his preſent views ſuggeſt, 

Inflames or ſooths the royal breaſt. 

Thus wicked miniſters oppreſs, 

When oft the monarch means redreſs. 
Would kings their private ſubjects hear, 

A miniſter muſt talk with fear. 

If honeſly oppos'd his views, 

He dar'd not innorence accuſe. | 

*T would keep him in ſuch narrow bound, 

He could not right and wrong confound, 

Happy were kings, could they diſcloſe 

Their real friends and real foes! | 

Were both themſelves and ſubjects known, 

A monarch's will might be his own. 

Had he the uſe of ears and eyes, 

Knaves would no more be counted wiſe. 

But then a miniſter might loſe | 

(Hard caſe!) his own ambitious views. 

When ſuch as theſe Have vex'd a ſtate, 

Purſu'd by univerſal hate, 

Their falſe ſupport at once hath fail'd, 

And perſevering truth prevail'd.' 72 

E xpos'd, their train bf fraud is ſeen: 

* will at _ remove the ſcreen. 


A country ts by whim Hredted, 8 
The true, ſtanch dogs of chace de glected 45 Ev 
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zeneath kis board no hound was fed; 
His hand ne'er ſtroak'd the ſpaniel's head. 
A ſnappiſh Cur, alone careſt, | 
by lies bad baniſh'd all the reſt, 
Yap had his ear; and defamation | 
Gave him full feope of converſation, 
His ſycophants muſt be preferr'd ; 
Room muſt be made for all his herd: 
Wherefore, to bring his ſchemes about, 
Old faithful ſervants all muſt out. 
The Cur on ev'ry creature flew, 
(As other great mens puppies do), 
Unleſs due court to him were ſhown, 
And both their face and bus'neſs known. 
No honeſt tongue an audience found ; 
He worried all the tenants round: 
For why, he liv'd in couſtant fear, - 
Lell truth by chance ſhould interfere. 
If any ſtranger dar'd intrude, 
The noiſy. Cur his heels purſu d. 
Now fierce with-rage, now ſtruck with dread, 
At once he ſnarled, bit, and fled. | 
Aloof he-bays, with briſtling hair, y 
And thus in ſecret growls his fear. 
Wbo knows but Truth, in this diſguiſe, 
May fruſtrate my beſt gnarded lies? 
Should ſhe (thus maſk d) admittance find, 
That very hour my raia's figh'd. | 
Now in his how's continu'd found, F 
Their words were loſt, the voice was drown'd. _ 
Ever in awe of honeſt tongues, 
Thus ev'ry day he ſtrain'd bis lungs. 
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It happen' d, in ill-omen'd hour, 
That Lap, unmindful of his pow'r, 
Forſook his poſt, to love inclin'd. 
A fav'rite bitch was in the wind, 
By her ſcduc'd, in am'rous play, 
They friſk'd the joyous hours away. 
Thus, by untimely love purſuing, 
Like Antony, he ſought his ruin. 
For now the Squire, unvex'd with WY 
An honeſt neighbour's chat enjoys. 
Be free (ſays he) your mind impart ; 
I love a friendly open heart. 
Methinks my tenants ſhun my gate. 
Why ſuch a ſtranger grown of late ? 
Pray tell me what offence they find : 
Tis plain they're not ſo well inclin d. 
Turn off your Cur, (the farmer cries), 
Who feeds your ear with daily lies. 
His ſnarling inſolence offends. 
* Lis he that keeps you from your friends. 
Were but that ſaucy puppy checkt, 
You'd find again the ſame reſpect. 
Hear only him, he'll ſwear it too, 
That all our hatred is to you. 
But learn from us your true eſtate ; 
Tis that curs'd Cur alone we hate. 
The Squire heard truth. Now Yap ruſh'd in; 
The wide hall echoes with his din : 
Yet truth prevail'd ; and with diſgrace, 
The dog was cudgell'd out of place. 
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The CouNTRTMAN and JUPITER, 


To MYSELF. 


AVE you a friend (look round and ſpy) 
1 So fond, fo prepoſſeſs'd as 1? 
Your faults, ſo-obvious.to mankind, 
My partial eyes could never find. 
When, by the breath of Fortune blown, 
Your airy caſtles were o'erthrown ; 
Have I been over prone to blame? 
Was J e'er known to damp your ſpirit, 
Or twit you with the want of merit? 
'Tis not fo ſtrange that Fortune's frown, 
Still perſeveres to keep you down. 
Look round, and ſee what others do. 
Would you be rich and honeſt too ? 
Have you (like thoſe ſhe rais'd to place) 
been opportunely mean and baſe? 
Have you (as times requir'd) reſign'd 
Truth, honour, virtue, peace of mind ? 
if theſe are ſcruples, give her o'er ; 
Write, practiſe morals, and be poor. 
The gifts of Fortune truly rate; 
Then tell me what would mend your ſtate. 
H happineſs on wealth were built, 
Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt. 
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As grows the miſer's hoarded ſtore, Je 
His fears, his wants increaſe the more. W 

Think, Gay, (what ne'ar may be the erte), 
Should Fortune take you into grace, | 
Would that your happineſs augment? 4 
What can ſhe give beyond content:: 


Suppoſe yourſelf a wealthy heir, f 
With a vaſt annual income clear 4 Inc 
In all the affluence you poſſeſs, Wi 
You might not feel one care the leſs, Is 
Might you not then (like others) find, | | 
With change of fortune, change of mind ? 1 
Perhaps, profuſe beyond all tule, , 
You might ſtart out a glaring fool; Un 
Your luxury might break all bouads; Ie. 
Plate, table, horfes, ſtewards, hounds, Inf 
Might ſwell your devts z- Then, luſt ehe Ma 
No regal income can defray. 2 0 | Wi 
Sunk is all credit, writs affail, 85 0 
And doom your future life to jail. Th 

Or were you dignificd with pow'r,  _ \ 
Would that avert one penſive hour? Bis 

| You might give avarice its wing. See 
Defraud a nation, blind a king: | | Th, 
Then, from the hirelings in'your-caufe,, "I 
Though daily fed with falſe applauſe, * Wh 
Could it a real joy impart? _ AR N 
Great guilt knew never joy at heart. Tru 

Is happinefs your point in view ? Thi 

(1 mean th intrinſic and the true), Her, 


She nor in camps or courts reſides, 
Nor in the humble cottage bides ; 
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jet found alike in ev ry ſphere : a; 
Who finds content, will find her there. 


O'erſpent with toil, beneath the ſhade, 
A Peaſant reſted on his ſpade. 
Good gods! he cries, tis hard to bear 
This load of life from year to year. 

Soon as the morning (ſtreaks the.fkies, 
Induſtrious labour bids me riſe , 

With ſweat | cara my homely fare, 
| And ev'ry day renews my care. 

Jove heard the diſcontented (train, 

And thus rebuk'd the murm' ring ſwain. 


Speak out your wants then, honeſt friend: 


Unjuſt complaints the gods offend. 

If vou repine at partial fate, 

luſtruct me what could mend your ſtate. 

Mankind in ev'ry ſtation ſee. 

What wiſh you ? tell me what you'd be. 

So ſaid, upborne upon a cloud, | 

The clown ſurvey'd the anxious croud, 
You face of care, lays Jove, behold, 

His bulky bags are fill'd with gold. 

See with what joy be counts it o'er ! 

That ſum to-day hath ſwell'd his ſtore. 

Were | that man, (the Peaſant cry'd), 

What bleſſing could 1 aſk beſide ? 

Hold, ſays the god; firſt learn to know 
True happineſs from outward ſhow, 
This optic glaſs of iatuition.—— 
Here, take it, view his true condition. 
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He look'd, and ſaw the miſer's breaſt, 
A troubled ocean, ne er at reſt ; 
Want ever ſtares him in the face, 
And fear anticipates diſgrace : 
With conſcious guilt he ſaw him ſtart ; 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart; 
And never, or in thought or dream, 
His breaſt admits one happy gleam. 
May Jove, he cries, reject my pray'r, 
And guard my life from guilt and care. 
My ſoul abhors that wretch's fate. 
O keep me in my humble ſtate ! 
But ſee, amidſt a gaudy croud, 
Yon miniſter ſo gay and proud, 
On him what happineſs attends, 
Who thus rewards his grateful friends! 
Firſt take the glaſs, the god replies; 
Man views the world with partial eyes. 
Good gods! exclaims the ſtartled wight, 
Defend me from this hideous ſight ! 
Corruption, with corroſtve ſmart, 
Lies cank'ring on his guilty heart: 
I ſee him, with polluted hand, 
Spread the contagion o'er the land. 
Now Av'rice with inſatiate jaws, 
Now Rapine with her harpy claws, 
His boſom tears. His conſcious breaſt 
Grones with a load of crimes oppreſt. 
See him, mad and drunk with power, 
Stand tott'ring on Ambition's tower. 
Sometimes, in ſpeeches vain and proud, 
His boaſts inſult the nether croud ; 


FABLE s. 
Now, ſeiz d with giddineſs and fear, 


He trembles left his fall is near: 
Was ever wretch like this, he cries! 
Such miſery in ſach difguiſe ! 


The change, O Jove, I diſavow. 

gill be my lot the ſpade and plough. 
He next, confirm'd by ſpeculation, 

Rejects the lawyer“ obeupation; . 

for he the ſtateſman ſeem'd in part, 

And bore ſimilitude of heart, 

I Nor did the ſoldier's trade inflame 

Hi: hopes with thirſt of ſpoil and fame: 

The miſeries of war he mourn'd ; 

Whole nations into defarts turn d. 


y theſe was free - born man inſlav d: 
When battles and invaſion'ceaſe, 

by ſwarm they in the lands of peace? 
Such change (ſays He) may T decline; 
The ſeythe and civil arms he mine! 
Thus, weighing life in each condition, 
The clown withdrew his raſti petition. 


{yon true happineſs prefer, 

is to no rank of life confin'd, 

it dwells in ev'ry honeſt mind. 

ejuſtice then your ſolè purſtit. 

unt virtue, and content's the fruit. 

$0 Jove, to gratify the clown, 
ſhere firſt he found bins fer N Sas * 
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By theſe have laws und rights been brav'd; 


When thus the god: HD mortals err! 


n 
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E E VIII. 
'The Man, the CT, ibe Dos, end the Fr v. 
To my Na ri vx CounTar. 


'T Tf Ai), happy land, whoſe fertile grounds 
5 The liquid fence of Neptune bounds; 
By bounteous nature ſet apart, 
The ſeat of induſtry and art ! 
o Britain! choſen port of trade, _ 
May lux'ry.ne'er thy ſons invade ; 
May never miniſter (intent 
His private treaſures to augment) _ 
«Corrupt thy ſtate. If jealous foes 
Thy rights of commerce dare oppoſe, 
Shall not thy fleets their rapine awe ? 
'Who is t preſcribes the ocean law ? 
| Whenever neighb'riqg ſtates contend, 
"Tis thine to he the gen ral friend. 
d What iz't, who rules in other lands ? 
On trade alone thy glory ſtands. 
That benefit is unconſin d, 
Diffuſing good among mankind: : 
"That: firſt gave luſtre to thy reigus, 
And ſcatter'd plenty o'er thy plains: 
Tis that alone thy wealth ſupplies, 
And draws all Europe's envious eyes. 
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de commeree then thy ſole deſign; 

(Keep that, and all the world is thine. . aer ProTatE 

When naval traffic plows the main, 

Who ſhares not in the merchant's Fein 3 | 

Tis that ſupports the regal ſtake, 424 

And makes the farmer's heart elate: | 

The num'rous flocks, that elothe the land, 7 

Can ſcarce ſupply the loom"s'demand; eee ee 

Prolific culture glads the fields, Ne ane7 Tr” 

And the bare heath a harveſt yields. 

Nature expects mankind Thould ſhare 

he duties of the public care. 

Who's born for ſloth ? * To ſome we find 

The plough- ſhare's arſnual toil all gu d. We SY 

zome at the founding anvil glow; ; ane 
jc the ſwift- lidmg ſhuttle thtow-w?: H 

e, ſtudious of the wind und tide, Ay 

From r to pole our commerce guide: 

ome (taught by induſtry) impatt 

ith hands and feet the works of art: y 

ile ſome, of genius more refin'd, 20 

Fith head and tongue aſſiſt mankind's | 

ich, aiming at one com mn end, 

yes to the Whole a nectiful friend. 

us, born each other's uſeſul ad, 

turns are obligations paid. 

The monarch, when his table's ſpr 

to the clown oblig d for bread; © 

id, when in all his Flory dreſt, 

$ to the loom his 18 4 — were 


* Bartow, 
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FALLS 


Do not the maſon's toib and care, 
Protect him from th joclement ain? 
Does not the cutler's art fupply: MCs Toes. 
MA a ö 
All theſe, in duty to the throne. 
Their common obligations o u. 
Nee a 

otects their properties and laws. 


Thus they their honeſt toil employ, 


And with content the fruits enjoy. 
In ev'ry rank, or great or ſmall; 
"Tis induſtry ſupports us * 


The animals, by want poet d., 
To man their ſervices addreſt d. 


While each purſu'd their ſelfiſh, > W e 
They hunger d for preearious. food. 


Their hours with anxious cares were bh 3 
One day they fed, and. ſtary'd,the _.: 


They ſaw that plenty, ſure and rife, 
Was found alone in ſocial hie ; 

That mutual induſtry profeſs'd,, _ 
The various wants of man redreſs d. 


The Cat, half-tamiſh d, lean, and pike 


Demands the privilege; to ſpeak. 


Well, Paſs, (ſays Man), and what can you. | | 


To benefit the pablic do-? 


The Cat replies. Theſs.toeth, theſe cams, | 


With vigilance ſhall ſerve the cauſe. 


The mouſe, deſtroy d by. my, purſuit, 
No longer ſhall your feaſts pollute ; 


& '% 
Y < 
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Nor rats, from nightly ambuſeade, 
With waſteful teeth your ſtores invade. 

| grant, ſays Man, to-gen'ral uſe 
Your parts and talents may conduce ; 
For rats and mice purloin our grain, 
And threſkers whitl the ffafl in vain : 
Thus ſhall the Cat, a foe to ſpoil, 
Protect the farmer's honeſt tail. 

Then turning to the Dog, he cry'd, 
Well, Sir; be next your merits try'd. 
Sir, ſays the Dog, by ſclf-applauſe 

We ſeem to own © friendlefs eatiſe. 

Aſk thoſe who know me, if diſtruſt 

Per found me treach'rous or unjuſt. 

Did Leer faith of friendſhip break? 

All all thoſe creatures; let chem peak. 

My vigilance and truſty zeal - 

Ferhaps may ſerve the public weal. 

Might not your flocks in ſafety feed, 

Were I to guard the fleecy breed ? 

Did I the nightly watthes keep, 

Could thieves invade you while you ſleep ? 
The Man replies. Tis juſt and right 

Rewards ſuch ſervice ſhould requite. 

$0 rare, in property, we find 

Truſt uncorrupt among mankind, 

That, taken in a public view, 

The firſt diſtinction is your due. 

Such merits all reward tranſcend : 

Be then my comrade and my friend. 

Addreſſing now the Fly : From you 

What public ſervice can accrue? 

* 3 
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From me! (the flutt' ring inſect ſaid)s: 
I thought you knew me better bred. J 
Sir, I'm @ gentleman. Is't fit 
That I to induſiry ſubmit ?. 
Let mean mechanics, to be fed, 
By bus'neſs earn. ignoble bread. 
Loſt in exceſs of daily joys,  _ ö 
No thought, no care my:life annoys. 
At noon (the lady's matin hour) 
J ſip the tea's delicious flower. 
On cates loxuriouſly 1 dine, 


And driak the fragrance of che vine. 
Studious of elegance and eaſe, 


Myſelf alone I ſeek to pleaſe. 
The Man has pert conceit derides,. 


And thus the uſeleſs coxcomb cbides.. 


Hence, from that peach, that downy ſcat; : 
No idol fool deſerves to eat. 

Could you have fapp'd the * rind, 
And on that pulp ambroſial din _ 


Had not ſome hand, with {kill wy toil, . 
To raiſe the treo, prepar'd the ſoil ? 
Conſider, ſot, what would enſue, 

Were all ſach worthleſs things as you... 
"You'd ſoon be forc'd (by hanger ſtung); 
To make your dirty meals on dung; 
On which fucl deſpicable necd, _ | 
Unpitied, is reduc'd to feed, | 
Beſides, vain ſelſiſh inſect, learn, 42 
(If jou can right and wrong diſcern), 


That he who, with er zeal, 


Contnibntes to the Page weal, 
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adding to the common good, 
His own hath rightly underſtood. . 
80 ſaying, with a ſudden blow, 
He laid the noxious vagrant low. 
Cruſir d in his luxury and pride, 
The ſpunger on the public dd. 


r A4 n 'S 


The Ja cxALiL, LEOPARD, and other Broſts: 
Tes Mo DE KN Porn TIc Ax. 


Grant corruption ſways mankind; 
That int'reſt too perverts the mind; 

That bribes have blinded common ſenſe; 

Foil'd reaſon, truth, and eloquence; 

| grant you too, our preſent crimes - 

Can equal thoſe of former times. 

Againſt plain ſacts ſhall I engage, 

To vindicate our righteous age? 

I know, that in a modern fiſt,- 

Frides in full energy ſubſiſt. 

dince then theſe arguments prevail, 

And itching palms are till fo frail; . 

Hence politicians, you ſuggeſt, - 

Should drive the nail that goes the beſt ;: 

That it ſhows parts and penetration, | 

Jo ply men with the 1 ln 
| 14 | 
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Teach lawyers either ſide's Re ? 


Man, ſcripture days, is prone to evil; 


It hath been try. d in ev y Nate, 


And impudently lar d opprcſs; 
And ſlaves cxtoll'd ghe hand that paid ; 


* * 


To this I humbly muſt diſſent; 
Premiſing, no refleftion's meant. 
Does juſtice, or the client 's ſenſe, 


The fee gives eloquence its ſpirit 
That only is the client's merit, 
Does art, wit, wiſdom, or addreſs, 
Obtain the proſtitute's careſs ? 

The n (as in other trades) 
From ev'ry hand alike perſuades. 


But does that vindicate the devil ? 
Beſides, the more mankind are prone, 


The lefs the devil's pants are ſhown. 
Corruption's not of modern date ; 


Great knaves of old their pow'r have dur 4 
By places, penſions, bribes, diſpens d; 
By theſe they glory d in ſucceſs, 


By theſe deſpoticly. they ſway'd, 


Nor parts nor genius were employ d, 
By theſe alone were realms deſtroy'd. 

Now ſee theſe wretches-in diſgrace, - 
Stript of their treaſures, pow'r,. and places = 
View em abandon'd and forlorn, 
Expos d to juſt reproagh.and ſcarn, 
What now is al your pride, your bouſt ? 
Where are your ſlaves, your flatt ring hoſt ? 


What tongues ge feed you with applauſe ? 


| Where are the champions of your cauſe ? 


- 
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Now ev'n that very fawnipg train, 
Which ſhar'd the gleagings of your His, | 
Preſs foremoſt who ſhall firſt accuſe . 
Your ſelfiſn jobbs, your paltry views... 
Your narrow ſchemes, your breach of truſt, 
And want of talents to he juſt. 

What fools ware theſe: amidſt their pow'r ! 
How thoughtleſs of theit adyerſe hour 
What friends were made? ? A 1 N herd, 
For temporary votes preferr "& 
Was it, theſe ſycophants | to get, | 
Your bounty ſwell'd a pation's debt? 
You're bit. For theſe, like Swids, atteud ; 
No longer pay, no longer friend. 


Tac Lion is (beyond diſpute) 
d the moſt majeſtic brute, 


ur and his gen'rous mind 
him ſuperior of his kind. 


ex tis averr d) | 

ne lions have their pow r trans ferx 43 
ul the parts of pimps and ſpies 
0 govern foreſts could ſuffice, 
Once, ſtudious of his privqte good, 
proud Jackall oppreſs'd the wood g 
0 cram his own infatiate jaws 
mded property and laws. 
ie foreſt groans with diſcontent, _ 
en wrongs the gen ral hate foment. 
e ſpreading murmurs reach d his ear; 
ſecret hours Were ven d with fear. 
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Night after night he weighs the caſe, 
And feels tho terrors of diſgrace. 

By friends (ſays he) PFll'guard” my ſeat;, 
By thoſe malicious tongues defeat :* 

Ell ſtrengthew pow'r by new allies, 
And all my clam'rous foes deſpiſe. 

To make the gen vous beaſts his friends,, 

He cringes, fawns, and condeſcends; 

But thoſe r d his abjeQ court, 

And ſcorn'd oppreſſion to ſapport. 
Friends muſt be had. He can't fubſiſt;. 
Bribes ſhall new profelytes inliſt. 

But theſe nought weigh'd in honeſt paws 3; + 
For bribes confeſs a wicked cauſe: 

Yet think not ev'ry paw withſtands 
What had prevail'd in human hands. 

A tempting turnip's ſilver ſkin 
Drew a baſe hog through thick and thin: 
Bought with a ſtag's delicious haunch, 
The mercenary wolf was ſtanch :. 

The convert fox grew warm and hearty, . 

A pullet gain'd him to the party: 

The golden pippin in his fiſt, 

A. chat'ring monkey join'd the liſt. 

But ſoon, expos d to public hate, 

The fav'rite's fall redrefs'd the ſtate. 

The Leopard, vindicating right, | 

Had brought his feeret frauds to light. Tot 

As rats, before the manſion falls, 

Deſert late hoſpitablé walls, 
un ſhoals the ſervile ereatures run, 

To bow before the riſing ſun, | 10 f 
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The hog with warmth expreſe d his zeal, 
And was for hanging thoſe that ſteal; 
t hop'd, though low, the public / hoard 
Might half a. turnip ſtill afford. 
dince ſaving meaſures were profeſt; 
Akmb's head was the wolf eee 
The fox ſubmitted, if to ton 

A goſlin would be deem'd too much. | 
The monkey thought his grin and cbatter- 
Night aſk a nut, or ſome ſucb' matter. 

Te hirelings, benee, (the Leopard cries) ;: 
Your venal conſcience I deſpiſe. © 
He who the public good intends, 
By bribes needs never purchaſe friends. 
Who acts this juſt, this open part, 
1s propt by ev'ry honeſt heart; 
Corruption now, too late, has ſhow'd, 
That brides are always ill- beſtow'd. 
I you your bubbled maſter's taught, 
Tine-ſcrving. tools, not friends, are bought. 


7 4 B. L 13 


Tbe Dro N ERATE rz $; 


Hough courts the practiee diſallow, 
A friend at all times I'll avow. 

In politics 1 know tis wrong: | 

friendfhip may be kept too long; 


To the Reverend Dr SWIFT, Deen of Si Patrict's, 
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And that they call the prudent part, 

Is to wear int'reſtmextthehear;, 
As the times take a dif'rent face, ah; | 124 
Old friendſhips ſhould to new give place. 

I know too you have many ſoes 
That owning you aun. 2% bt 
That ev'ry knave in ev'sy ſtation ' © 
Of high and low denomination; + 
For what you ſpeak . add hat you Write, 
Dread you at once, and bear you ſpite. 
Such freedoms in your works are ſhown, 
They can't enjoy what's not their own. - 
All dunces too in church and ſtate 
In frothy nonſenſe ſhowtheir hate; 

With all the petty ſcribbling crew, 

(And thoſe pert ſots are not a few), ' 
*Gainſt you and Pope their envy ſpurt. 
The bookſellers alone are burt, 

Good gods! by what e 
(For blockheads may bave,pow'r and Pace) 
Are ſcandals rais'd, and libels writ, | 
To prove your honeſty and wit ! 

Think with yourſelf : Thoſe worthy men, 
You know, have ſutfer'd by your pen. 
From them you've nothing but your due. 
From hence, dig plain, your friends are ow 
Except myſelf, I know of none, 

Beſides the wiſc and good alone. 

To ſet the caſe in fairer light, 

My fable ſhall the reſt recite; - .. 
Which (though unlike our preſent 8 

for the moral's ſake relate, 


E An U R 
A bee, of cunaiog, not of rs, 


Rapacious, arrogant, and vain, _ 9 the rt "4 
Greedy of pow'r, but mate of gan, 


As pow'r and wealth his vieus ſupply d. 
Twas ſeen in overbearing pride. 
With him loud im pudence had merit; 
The Bee of confcience wanted: ſnitie; 
And thoſe who follaw'd honout 's rules, 
were langh'd to ſearn for ſqueamiſh fools. 
Wealth claim'd eee 
And poverty alone was baſe, | 
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lle treated induſtry. with fight, + we 
Valeſs he found his profit by'ty + - + 
Rights, laws, and liberties gave'way, 


To bring his ſelfiſh ſchemes in play 

he ſwarm forgot the common toi}, - 

0 ſhare the gleanings of his ſpoil; 0 
While vulgar fouls, of nartow parts, 
Vaſte life in low mechanic arts 
ct us (fays he) to genius Donn 
be drudg'ry of our fathers ſcorn; m 
The waſp and drone, you muſt agree, ' Rö 
ire with more elegauet than wre. 
ike gentlemen they ſport and play; 
o dus neſs interrupts the day: 

cir hours to luxury they give, 

\nd nobly on their neighbours live. 
A ſtubborn bee among the ſwarm, 
Mich honeſt indignation warm, 


Luxurious, negligent of arts. 


Corruption ſow'd throughout the se. 
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Thus from his cell with aeal replyd. 


Flight thy frowns, and hate thy pride. 


The laws our native rights protect; 

_ Offending thee, I thoſe reſpect. 
Shall luxury corrupt the hive, 
And none againſt the torrent ſtrive? 


Exert the honour of your race: 


He builds his riſe on your diſgrace, 

_ "Tis induſtry our ſtate maintains. 
Tas honeſt toil and heneſt gain??? 

That rais'd our fires to pow'r-and+ fame. 


Be virtuous; faye yourſelves from ſhame. 


no that, in ends purſuing, 
You ſcramble for the public ruin. 


He ſpoke; and, from his cell diſmiG'd, 


Was inſolently ſcoff d and'hiſs'd. -- 


With him a friend or two reſigu d. 


Diſdaining the degen'rate-kind. _ - 
Theſe drones (ſays he) theſe inſets vile, 


(I treat them in their proper ſtyle), 
May for a time oppreſs the ſtate, 


They own our virtue by their hate; a 


By that our merits they reveal, 
And recommends cur n i eis 1 0 
Diſgrac'd by this corrupted crew, 
We're honour'd by the virtuous fow. = 


The 
e vir 
t 70 
et 
the t 
t vil 
Tho 


” £83 # 1 
. NES ST 


r A BL K 8. 
T ABLE X. 


The Pacx-Hon sx and the Canna ER, 


To « Youns Nov EMAN, 


D To ſuffer, nay, encourage truth: 
nd blame me not for diſreſpect, 
che flatt'rer's ſtyle reject; 
Fith that, by menial. tongues ſupply'd, 
for're daily cocker d up in pride. 
The tree's diſtinguiſh'd by the fruit. 
& virtue then your firſt purſuit x 
qu your great anceſtors in view, 
e them deſerve the title too; 
ike them ignoble actions ſcorn: 
t virtue prove you greatly born. 
Though with leſs. plate their ſide- board ſhone, 
ir conſcience always was their on; 
ey ne er at levees meanly fawn'd, 
for was their honour yearly pawn'd; 
ir hands, by no corruption ſtain'd, 
miniſterial bribe diſdain d; 
ey fery'd the crewn with loyal zeal, 
et jealous of the public weal ; 
ey ſtood the bulwark of our laws, 
ad wore at heart their country's cauſe; 
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By neither place or penſion bought, 
They ſpoke and voted as they thoughe. 
Thus did y6uf fires adorn their ſeat ; 
And ſuch alone are truly great. 

If you the paths of learning flight, 
You're but à dune in ſtronger light: 
In foremoſt rank, the coward, plac d, 
Is more conſpicuouſly Ulſprac'dt 
If you, to ſerve a paltry end, 

To knaviſh jobbs can condefeend; 
We pay you the contempt that's due; 
In that you have precedence too. © 


Whence had you this illuſtrions name? 


From virtue and unblemiſh'd fame. 
Ry birth the name alone deſeen as; 
Your honour on yourſelf depends. 
Think not your coronet can hide 
Aſſuming ignorance and pride. 
Learning by ſtudy muſt be won, | 
»Twas ne'er entail'd from ſon to ſun. 
Superior worth your ran requires ;' 
For that mankind reveres your lines: Sho? 7 
If you degen'rate from you race,; 
Their merits heighten your diſgrace. 


A Carrier ev'ry night end morn, 
Would ſee his horfes eat their corn. 
This ſunk the hoſtler's vails, tis true ; 
But then his horſes had their due. 
Were we ſo cautious in all caſes, _ 


Small gain would riſc from greater places. 
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The manger now had all its. na 


Re heard the grinding teeth with pleaſure. ; 
When all at once confuſion rung; 


They ſnorted, joſtled, bit, and fung. 

4 Pack-horſe turn'd his head aſide, 

Foaming, his eye-balls ſwell'd with pride, 

Good gods! (fays be), how hard's my lot? 

k then my bigh deſcent forgot? 

Reduc'd to drudg*ry and diſgrace, 

{A life unworthy of my race), 

Muſt I too bear the vile attacks 

ff ragged ſerubs, and vulgar backs ? 

ee ſcurvy Roar, that brute ill-bres, 

ares from the manger thruſt my bead! 

ball I, who boaſt a noble line, 

In offals of theſe creatures dine? 

lick d by old Ball! ſo mean a foe! 

y honour ſuffers by the blow. 

ewmarket ſpeaks my grandfire's fam, 

l jockeys till revere his nabe: 

here yearly are his triumphs told, 

ere all his maſſy plates enroll'd. 

ſhene'er led forth upon the plain, 

on ſaw him with a liv'ry train; 

aurning too, with laurels crown'd, 

au heard the drums and rw ſound. 
it then. Sir, be underſtood, - 

pet's my due; for I have. Meds. 

Vain-glorious fool, (the Chpricr Os 
pect was never paid to pride. 

now, twas thy giddy” willul-hieart 


due d thee to this ſlavith part. 
Jo L. II. N 


Did not thy headſtrong youth difdain 

To learn the conduct of the rein? 

Thus coxcombs, blind to real merit, 

In vitious frolics fancy ſpirit. 

What is't to me by whom begot, 

Thou reſtif, pert, coneeited fot? 

"Your ſires I rey'rence;”*tis their due: 
But, worthleſs fool, what's that to you ? ? 
Aſk all the carriers on the road, 
They'll fay thy keeping's ill beſtow'd. 

Then vaunt no more thy noble race, 

That neither mends thy ſtrength nor pace. 

What profits. me thy boaſt of, blood? 
An aſs bath more intrinſic good. 

By outward ſhow let's not be cheated : 

An aſs ſhould like an aſs be treated. 
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Pan and FORTUNE» 
To a YouNG HxfR. 


oon as your father's death was known, 
(As if th' eſtate had been their own), 
The gameſters outwardly expreſt 
The decent joy within your breaſt, 
. $0 laviſh in your praiſe they grew, 
As ſpoke their certain hopes in you. 
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One counts your income of the year, 
How much in ready money clear. 
No houſe, ſays he, is more cothpleat ; 
The garden's elegant and great. 
How fine the park around it lies! 
The timber's of a noble ſize. 
Then count his jewels and his plate. 
belides, tis na entail'd eſtate, 
If caſh run low, his lands in fee 
Are or for ſale, or mortgage free. 
Thus they, before you threw the main, 
deem d to anticipate their gain. 
Would you, when thieves are known abroad, 
Bring forth your treaſures in the road? 
Would not the fool abet the ſtealth, 
Wao raſhly thus expos'd his wealth ? 
Yet this you do, whene'et you play 
Among the gentlemen of prey. | 
Could fools to keep their own contrive, 
On what, on whom could gameſters thrive ? 
kit in charity you game, 
To fave your worthy gang from ſhame ? 
Valeſs you furniſh'd daily bread, 
Which way could idleneſs be fed ? 
Could theſe profeſſors of deceit 
Within the law no longer, cheat, 
hey muſt run bolder riſques for prey, 
And ſtrip the trav'ler on the way. 
bus in your annual rents they ſhare, 
and ſeape the nooſe from year to year. 
Conſider, cre you make the bett, 
bat ſum might croſs your taylor's debt. 
NZ 
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When you the pilf*ring rattle ſhake, 
Is not your honour too at ſtake? 
Muſt you not by mean lies evade 
To-morrow's duns from ev 'ry trade? 
By promiſes fo often paid, 
Is yet your taylor's bill defray d! ? 
Muſt you not pitifully fan, N | 
To have your butcher's writ. withdrawn ? 4 
This muſt be done. In debts of play 
Your honour ſuffers no delay: ; 

And not this year's and next year's rent 
The ſons of rapine can content. 

Look round. The wrecks of play behold, 
Eſtates diſmember'd, mortigag'd, fold ! 
Their owners, not to jails confin'd, 

Show equal poverty of mind, 

Some, who the ſpoil of knayes were made, 
Foo late attempt to learn their trade. 
Some, for the folly of one hour, 

Become the dirty tools of pow r. 

And, with the mercenary liſt, 

Upon court- charity ſubſiſt. 

You'll find at laſt this maxim true, 
Fools are the game which knayes purſue. 


| The foreſt (a whole cent*ry's ſhade) 
Muſt be one waſteful ruin made. 

No mercy's ſhown to age or kind; 

The gen'ral maſſacre is fign'd. 

The park too ſhares the dreadful fate, 
For duns grow louder at the gate. 
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Stern chown, obedient to the 'Squire, : 
(What will not barb'rous hands ies * !) 
With brawny arms repeat the & 26% 
Fall'n are the elm aud rev A'S 
Through the long wood loud axes ſound, 
And echo groans with ev'ry wound. 

To ſee the deſolation ſpread, 
Pan drops a tear, and bangs | his head. 
His boſom now with fury burs ; 
Beneath bis hoof.the dice he ſpurns. 
Cards too, in peeviſh palſion torn, 
The ſport of whirling winds are born. 

'Fo ſnails invet'rate hate I bear, 
Who ſpoil the verdure of the year: 
The caterpillar 2 deteſt, . 
Tne blooming ſpring's voracious, peſt : h 
The locuſt too, whoſe rav nous band 
Spreads ſudden famine o et the land. 
But what are theſe ? The dice's throw 
At once hath laid a foreſt low. 
The cards are dealt, the bett is made, 
And the wide park hath loſt its ſhade. 
Thus is my kingdom's pride defac'd, 
And all its ancient glories waſte. 
All this (he cries) is Fortune's doing: 
'Tis thug ſhe meditates my ruin. 
By Fortune, that falſe, fickle jade, 
More havock in one hour is made, 
Than all the hungry inſe-race, 
Combin'd, can in an age deface. 
Fortune, by chance, who near him paſt, 
Oerheard the vile aſperſion caſt, 

N 3 
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Why, Pan, (fays ihe), what* 5 all this rant * 
"Tis ev'ry country-bubble's cunt. 8 
Am I the patroticly of vice? 


Ist I who cog or palm tire dice? 1 
Did I the ſhuffling art reveal, 
To mark the cards, or range the deal ? 
In all th' employments men purſue, 
I mind the leaſt what gameſters do. 
There may (if computation's juſt) | 
One now and then my conduct truſt : 
I blame the fool; for what can I, 
When mise my pow's defy ? 
"Theſe truſt alone their fingers ends, 
And not one ſtake on me depends. 
Whene'er the gaming - board is ſet, 

Tuo claſſes of mankind are met: 
But if we count the greedy race, 
The knaves fill up the greater ſpace. 
"Tis a groſs error, held in ſchools, 
That Fortune always favours fools. . 
In play it never bears diſpute; 

| That doctrine theſe fell'd oaks confute. 

Then why to me ſuch rancour ſhow? _ 
*Tis folly, Pan, that is thy foe, 
By me his late eſtate he won, 
But he by Folly was undone. 
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F all the burthens man muſt bear, 
b Time ſeems moſt galling and ſevere: 
geneath this grievous load oppreſs'd, 
We daily meet ſome friend diftreſs'd. - 
What can one do? I roſe at nine. 
Tis full ſix hours before we dine: 
Six hours! no earthly thing to do ' 
Yould I had doz'd in bed till two. 
A pamphlet is before him ſpread, 
\nd almoſt half a page is read: 
r'd with the ſtudy of the day; 
he flutt'ring ſheets are toſt away. 
Re opes his ſnuff-box, hums an air, 


Plorvs, Cori, and TIM 


ben yawus and ſtretches in his chair. 


Not twenty, by the minute-hand! 


dod gods! ſays he, pos 4 ſtand?” 11 £15 4 


ow muddling tis on boaks to pore !. 
] thought I'd read an hour or more. 

he morning, of all hours, I hate. 

ne can't contrive to riſe too late, 

To make the minutes faſter run, 

hen too his tireſome ſelſ to ſhun, 

o the next cofkthouſe be ſpeeds, 


Takes up the news, ſome f he reads. rtl) 211.34 
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Saunt'ring, from chair to chair be trails; 
Now drinks his tea, now bites his nails. 
He ſpies a parther of his woe; 1 
By chat afflictions lighter grow; 
Each other's grievances they ſhare, 
And thus their dreadful hours compare. 

Says Tom, ſince all men muſt conteſs 
That time lies heavy mage or leſs; 
Why ſhould it be ſo hard to get, 
Till two, a party at Piquet? 
Play might relieve the lageing morn 81 4 
By cards long wintry nights are borne, 
Does not Quadrille amuſe the fair, 
Night after night, throughout the ycar? 
Vapours and ſpleen forgot, at play 
They cheat uncounted hours away. 

My caſe, ſays Will, then: muſt be hard, 
By want of ſkill from play debarr'd. 
Courtiers kill time by various ways; 
Dependence wears out half their days. 
How happy theſe, whole time ne'cr ſtands! 
Attendance takes it off their hands. | 
Were it not for this queſed ſhow'r, 
The park had wbil'd away an hour. 
At court, without or place or view, 
I daily loſe an hour or two. 
It fully anſwers my deſign, 
When I have pick d up friends to dine. A 
The tavern makes our burthen licht; Wal 
Wine puts our time and care to flight. Gap 
At fix (hard caſe!) they call to pay, 1 
Where can one go ? I hae the play. 
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From ſix till ten! Unlcſs I ſleep, 
one cannot ſpend the hours fo _ 
The comedy's no ſooner: e 5 
Bat ſome aſſembl is began. wy 
Loit'ring from room to ind a N 
Converſe, but nathing hear or ſay: 
Quite tir'd, from fair to fair I roam. | 
50 ſoon ! I dread the thoughts. of home. 
from thence, to quicken Mow-pac'd night, 
Again my tavern-friends invite: | 
Here too our early motnings paſe, 
Till drouſy Aleep retards: the glaſs. 
Thus they their wretched life bemoan, 
And make each other's caſe their own. 
Conſider, friends, no hour rolls on, 
Bot ſomething of. your grief is gone. 
Were you to ſchemes of bus neſs bred, 
Did you the paths of learning tread, 
. hours, your days would fly too faſt; 
ou'd then regret the minute paſt. | 
_ s fugitive and light as wind; 
Tis indolence that clogs your mind: 
That load from off your ſpirits ſhake 5 
You'll own, and grieve for your miftake. 
A while your thoughtlefs ſpleen ſuſpend, 
Then read; and (if yon can) attend. 


As Plutus, to divert his care, % 
Walk'd forth one morn to take the air, 
Cupid o'ertook his ſtrutting pace. 
lach ſtar d upon the ſiranger's face, 
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Till recolleQion ſet them right:; 
For cach knew t'other but. by * 
After ſome eomplimental talk, 
Time met em, bow'd, and join '4 their walks : 
Their chat on various ſubjects ran, 

But moſt, what each had done for man. 
Platus aſſumes a haughty air, 

Juſt like our purſe-proud fellows here. 

Let kings (ſays he) let coblers tell, 
Whoſe gifts among mankind excel. 
Conſider courts ; What draws their train? 
Think you tis loyalty or gain? 

That ſtateſman hath the-ſtrongeſt hold, 
Whoſe tool of politics is gold. 

By that, in former reigns, tis ad, 

The knave in pow'r hath ſenates led. - 
By that alone he ſway'd debates, 
Enrich'd himſelf, and beggar d ſtates; 
Forego your boaſt. You a otro 


Think too, in what a woful plight 
That wretch muſt live whoſe pocket's light. 
Are not his hours by want depreſt ? 
Penurious care corrodes his breaſt,” 
Without reſpect, or love, or friends, 
His ſolitary day deſcends: | 

You might, ſays Cupid, doubt my parts, | 
My knowledge too in human hearts 
Should I the pow's of gold diſpute, + 
Which great examples might confute. 
I know, when nothing elſe prevails, 
Perſuaſive money ſeldom fails ; 
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hat beauty too, (like other wares), 

ſts price, as well as conſcience, bears. 

Then- marriage (as of late ru 

but a money · job at beſt, f 

Conſent, compliance may be ſold: 

But love's beyond the price of gold. 

Smugglers there are, who, by retail, 

Expoſe what they call love to ſale. 

doch bargains are an arrant cheat: 

You purchaſe flattry and deceit. . 

Thoie who true love have ever try'd; 

[The common cares of life ſupply'd), 

No wants endure, no wiſhes * 

But ev'ry real joy partake. | 

All comfort on themſelves Se: 

They want nor por! r. nor wealth, nor friends. 
Love then hath ev'ry bleſs in ſtore: 

Tis friendſhip, and tis ſomething more. 

Each other cv'ry wiſh they give. 

Not to know love, is not to live. 
Or love, or money, (Time reply'd), 

Were men the queſtion to decide, 

Would bear the prize: On both intent, 

My boon's neglected, or miſ- ſpent. 

Tis I who meaſure vital ſpace, 

And deal out years to human race. 

Though little priz'd, and "ſeldom ſought, 
Nithout me, love and gold are nought. 

How does the miſer time employ ?. 

Did 1 e' er ſee him life enjoy? 

by me forſook, the hoards he won, 

are ſcatter'd wy bis laviſh ſon. 


* 
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By me all uſeful arts are gain d; 

Wealth, learning, wiſdom is attain'd. | 

Who then would think, (ſince ſuch: my _—_— 

That e'er I knew an idle hour? 

So ſubtile and fo ſwift 1 fly, - 

Love's not mare fugitive than I. 

Who hath not heard coquettes complain 

Of days, months, years, miſ· ſpent in vain 

For time miſuſed they pine and waſte, 

And love's ſweet pleaſures never taſte. 

Thoſe who direct their time aright, 

If love or wealth their hopes excite, 

In each purſuit fit hours employ d, 

And both by time have been enjoy d. 

How heedleſs then are mortals grown : 

How little is their int'reſt known ? 

In ev'ry view they ought to mind me; 

For, when once loſt, they never find me. 
He ſpoke. The gods no more 3 

Aud his ſuperior gift confeſt; F 

That time (when truly underſtood) 

Is the moſt precious earthly good, 


* 


- 
The Owr, the SWAN, the Cock, the SPIDER, 6 
Ass, and the ann. 


To a Mor R R. | 


Onverſing with your ſprightly boys, RN k. 
Your eyes have ſpoke the mother's joys: 


BP ES; 


wh what delight I've heard you quote 
cir ſayings in imperfoct note 
| grant, in body and in mind, 
ure appears profuſely kind. 
aſt not to that. Act you your part; 
print juſt morals on their heart; 
Iapartially their talents ſcan: 
it education forms the man, 
Perhaps (their genius yet unknown) 
ach lot of life's already thrown ;. 
That this ſhall plead, the next ſhall fighr, 
he laſt aſfert the church's right. 
cenſure not the fond intent; 
Jat how precarious is th' event! 
y talents miſapplied and croſt, 
Coplider, all your ſons are loſt; 
'One day (the talc's. by Martial penn d) 
A father thus addreſs d. his friend. 
To train my boy, and call forth ſenſe, 
You know I've ſtuck: at no expence; 
Ire try'd him in the ſew'ral arts, 
(The lad no doubt hath' latent parts): 
let, trying all, he nothing knows 5 
hut, crab-like, rather back ward goes. 
Teach me what yet remains undone ; 
Tis your advice ſhall x my ſon. 
vr, ſays the friend, I've weigt'd the matter; 
eaſe me, for I ſcorn to flatter : 
Make him (nor think his genius checkt) 
A herald or an architect. 
Perhaps (as commonly tis known) 
Ie heard th' advice, and took his own. 


The boy wants wit; he's ſent to ſchoo], 
Where learning but improves the fool: 
The college next muſt give him parts, 
And cram him with the lib'ral arts. 

Whether he blunders at the bar, 
Or owes his infamy to war; 
Or if by licence or degree 
The ſexton ſhares the doctor's fee ; 
Or from the pulpit by the hour 
He weekly floods of nonſenſe pour ; 
We find (th' intent of nature foil'd) 
A taylor or a butcher ſpoil' d. 

Thus miniſters have royal boons 

:Conferr'd on blockheatls and buffoons.: 
In ſpite of nature, merit, wit, 
Their friends for ev'ry poſt were fit. 

But now let.ev'ry muſe con feſs, 

'That merit finds its due ſucceſs. 

Th' examples of our days regard; 
Where's virtue ſeen without reward? 
Diſtinguiſk'd and in place you find 
Deſert and worth of ev'ry kind. 
Survey the rev'rend bench, and ſee 
religion, learning, piety : | 
The patron, ere he recommends, 
Sees his own image in his friend's. 

Is honeſty. diſgrac'd and poor ? 
What is't to us what was before ? 

We all of times corrupt have heard, 
When paltry minions were preferr d; 
When all great offices, by dozens, 
Were fill'd by brothers, ſons, and couſins, 
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What matter ignorance and pride ? 

The inan was happily ally'd. 

Provided that his clerk was good, 

What though he nothing underſtood ? 

In church and ſtate, the ſorry race 

Grew more conſpicuous fools in place. 

uch heads, as then a treaty made, 

Had bungled in the cobler's trade. 
Conſider, patrons, that ſuch elves 

Expoſe your folly with themſelves. 

'Tis your s, as tis the parent's care, 

To fix each genius in its ſphere. 

Your partial hand can wealth diſpenſe, 

But never give a blookhead ſenſe. 


An owl, of magiſterial air, 
Of folemn voice, of brow auſtere, 
Aſſam'd the pride of human tace, 
And bore his wiſdom in his face. 
Not to depretiate learned eyes, 

I've ſeen a pedant look as wif 
Within a barn, from noiſe retir d, 
Fe ſcorn'd the world, himſelf admir'd; 

And, like an ancient ſage, conceal'd 
The follies public life reveal'd. 
Philoſophers of old, he read, 
Their country's youth to ſcience bred, 
Their manners form'd for ev'ry ſtation, 
And deſtin'd each his occupation. 
When Xenophon, by numbers bray'd, 
Retreated, and a people ſav d, 
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That laurel was not all his own ; 
The plant by Socrates was fowne 
To Ariſtotle's greater name ” 
The Macedonian ow'd his fame. 

Th? Athenian bird, with pride replete, 
Their talents equalFd in conceit; 

And, copying the Soeratic rule, 

Set up for maſter of a ſehool. 
Dogmatic jargon learnt by heart, 
Trite ſentences, hard terms of art, 
To vulgar ears ſeem'd ſo profound, 
They fancy'd learning in the ſound, | 

The ſchool had fame : the crouded place 

With pupils ſwarm'd of ev'ry race. 

With theſe the Swan's maternal care 

Had ſent her ſcarce- fledg'd cygnet heir: 
The Hen (though fond and loth to. part). 
Here lodg'd the darling, of her heart: 
The Spider, of mechanic kind, 
Aſpir'd to ſcience more-rcfin'd 3, 
The Aſs learnt metaphors and tropes, 
But moſt on muſic fix d his hopes. 

The pupils now, advane'd in age, 
Were cel d to tread life's buſy tage; 
And to the maſter *twas ſubmitted _ 
That each might to his part be fitted. | 

The Swan (ſays he) in arms ſhall ſhiae ; 
The ſoldier's glorious toil be thine... 
Te Cock ſhall mighty wealth attain: 
Go, ſeek it on the ſtormy main. 

The court ſhall be the Spider $ ſphere ; . 
* Pow'r, fortune ay reward him there. 


AB LI S. 
lu muſic's art the Aſs's fame 
all emulate Corelli's name. 
Each took the part that he advis'd, 
And all were equally deſpis'd. 
Farmer, at his folly moy'd, 
The dull preceptor thus reprov'd. 
Blockhead (ſays be) by what you've done, 
he would have thought em each your ſon: 
or parents, to their offspring blind, 
ſult nor parts nor turn of mind; 
ut ev'n in infancy decree 
ſhat this, what t'other ſon ſhall be. 
kd you with judgment weigh'd the caſe, 
beir genius thus had fix'd their place. 
he wan had learnt the ſailor's art; 
be Cock had play'd the ſoldier's part; 
he Spider in the weaver's trade 
ith credit had a fortune made ; 
« for the foal, in ev'ry claſs 
ic block head had appeat d an Aſs. 
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Ine Cook-mard, the TURNSPIT, and the Ox. 


To a PooR MAN. 


Onſider man in ev'ry ſphere, 


Chen tell me, is your lot ſevere? 
You, II. | 0 
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"Tis murmur, diſcontent, diſtruſt, 

That makes you wretched. God is juſt. 
I grant, that hunger muſt be fed, 

That toil too carns thy daily bread. 

What then? Thy wants are ſeen and known. 

But ev'ry mortal feels his own, 

We're born a reſtleſs needy crew: 

Show me the happier man than you. 
Adam, though dleſs'd above his kind, 

For want of ſocial woman pin'd. 

Eve's wants the ſubtle ſerpent ſaw. 

Her fickle taſte tranſgreſs'd the law: 

Thus fell our fire; and their diſgrace 

The curſe entail'd on human race. 
When Philip's ſon, by glory led, 

Had o'er the globe his empire ſpread ; 

When altars to his name were dreſs'd, 

That he was man, his tears confeſs'd. 
The hopes of avarice are checkt: 

The proud man always wants reſpect. 

What various wants on pow'r attend? 

Ambition never gains its end. 

Who hath not heard the rich complain 

Of ſurfeits and corporeal pain? 

He, barr'd from ev'ry uſe of wealth, 

Euvies the plowman's ſtrength and health, 

An:ther in a beauteous wife 

Finds all the miſcries of life: 

Domeſtic jars and jealous fear 

Imbitter all his days with care. 

This wants an heir; the line is loſt: 

Why was that vain entail ingroſt ? 
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Guſt thou diſcern another's mind? 
Why is't you envy ? Envy's blind, 
Tel Envy, when the would annoy, 
That thouſands want what you enjoy. 


The dinner muſt be diſh'd at one. 
here's this vexatious Turnſpit gone? 
aleſs the ſkulking Cour is caught, 
The ſir-loin's ſpoil'd, and I'm in fault. 
Thus ſaid ; (for ſure you'il think it fit 
hat I the Cook-maid's oaths omit), 
Fith all the fury of a cook, 
er cooler kitchen Nan forſook. 
tc broomſtick o'er her head ſhe waves; 
e ſweats, ſhe ſtamps, ſhe puffs, ſhe raves. 
be ſneaking Cur before her flies: 
e whiſtles, calls; fair ſpeech ſhe tries. 
>& nought avail. Her choler burns; 
e fiſt and cudgel threat by turns. 

haſty ſtride ſhe preſſes near; 
links aloof, and howls with fear. 
Was ever Cur fo curs'd ? (he cry'd). 

at ſtar did at my birth preſide! 
1 | for life by compact bound 

tread the wheel's eternal round ? 
lorious taſk! Of all our race 
ſlave is half ſo mean and baſe, 

Fate a kinder lot aſſign d, 
d form'd me of the lap-dog kind, 
en, in higher life em ploy'd, 

indolence and eaſe enjoy d; 
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And, like a gentleman careſt, 
Had been the lady's fav'rite gueſt. 
Or were I ſprung from ſpaniel line, 
Was his fagacious noſtril mine, 
Ry me, their never-erring guide, 
From wood and plain their feaſts ſopply'd, 
Knights, Squires attendant on my pace, 
Had ſhar'd the pleaſures of the chace. 
Endu'd with native ſtrength-and fire, 
Why call'd I not the lion fire ? 
A lion! ſuch mean views I ſcorn. 
Why was I not of woman born ? 
Who dares with Reaſon's pow'r contend ? 
On man we brutal ſlaves depend; 
To him all creatures tribute pay, 
And luxury employs his day. 
An Ox by chance o'crheard his moan, 
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone. 
Dare you at partial Fate repine ? 
How kind's your lot compar'd with mine! 
Decreed to toil, the barb'rous knife 
Hath ſever'd me from ſocial life ; 
Urg'd by the ſtimulating goad, 
I drag the cumbrous waggon's load : 
is mine to tame the ſtubborn plain, 
Break the ſtiff ſoil and houſe the grain; 
Yet I without a murmur bear 
The various labours of the year. 
But then conſider, that one day, 
(Perhaps the hour's riot far away), 
You, by the duties of your poſt, 
— turn the ſpit when l'm the roaſt; 
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And for reward ſhall ſhare the feaſt, 
1 mean ſhall pick my bones at leaſt. 

Till now, th' aſtoniſl'd Cur replies, 
Ilook'd on all with envious eyes. 
How falſe we judge by what appears ! 
All creatures feel their ſev'ral cares. 
If thus yon mighty beaſt complains, 
Perhaps man knows ſuperior pains. 
Let envy then no more torment. 
Think on the Ox, and learn content. 
Thus ſaid; cloſe following at her heel, 
With chearful heart he mounts the wheel, 
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The RAVENS, the SEX TON, and the EART R- 
| - WORM, 


To I. Au RA. 


AURA, methinks your over- nice. 
True. Flatt'ry is a ſhocking vice; 
Jet ſure, whene'er the praiſe is juſt, 

ne may commend without diſguſt, 
an | a privilege deny'd, 

ndulg'd by ev'ry tongue beſide ? 

ow ſingular are all your ways! 
woman, and averſe to praiſe ! 


is offence ſuch truths to tell, 
by do your merits thus excel ? 


Since then I dare not ſpeak my mind, 
A truth conſpicuous to mankind ; 
Though in full luſtre ev'ry grace 
Diſtinguiſh your celeſtial face; 
Though beauties of inferior ray 
(Like ſtars before the orb of day) 
Turn pale and fade: I check my lays, 
Admiring what I dare not praiſe. 
If you the tribute due diſdain, 
The muſe's mortifying ſtrain 
Shall, like a woman, in mere ſpite 
Set beauty in a moral light. 
Though ſuch revenge might ſhock the ear 
Of many a celebrated fair; 
I mean that ſuperficial race | 
Whoſe thoughts ne'er reach beyond their face; 
What's that to you? I but diſpleaſe 
Such exer-girliſh ears as theſe, 
Virtue can brook the thoughts of age, 
That laſts the ſame through ev'ry ſtage. 
Though you by time muſt ſuffer more 
Than ever woman loſt before; 
To age is ſuch indiff*rence ſhown, 
As if your face were not your own» 
Were you by Antoninus taught ? 
Or is it native ſtrength of thought, 
That thus, without concern or fright, 
You view yourſelf by reaſon's light ? 
Thoſe eyes of ſo divine a ray, 
What are they? mould' ring, mortal clay, 
Thoſe features, caſt in heay'oly mold, | 
Shall, like my coarſer carth, grow old; | Th; 


Like common graſs, the faireſt flow'r 
Muſt feel the hoary ſeaſon's pow'r. 

How weak, how vain is human pride! 
Dares man upon himſelf confide ? 
The wretch who glories in his gain, 
Amaſles heaps on heaps in vain, 
Why loſe we life in anxious cares 
To lay in hoards for future years ? 
Can thoſe (when tortur'd by diſeaſe) 
Chear our ſick heart, or purchaſe caſe ? 
Can thoſe prolong one gaſp of breath, 
Or calm the troubled hour of death ? 

hat's beauty? Call ye that your own, 

A flow'r that fades as ſoon as blown: 
What's man in all his boaſt of ſway ? 
Perhaps the tyrant of a day. 

Alike the laws of life take place 
Through ev'ry branch of human race, 
The monarch of long regal line 
Was rais'd from duſt as frail as mine. 
Can he pour health into his veins, 
Or cool the fever's reſtleſs pains ? 
Can he (worn down in nature's courſe) 
New-brace his feeble nerves. with force ? 2 
Can he (how vain is mortal pow'r!) 
Stretch life beyond the deſtin'd hour? 

Conſider, man ; weigh well thy frame; 
The king, the beggar is the ſame. | 
Duſt form'd us all. Each breathes his . 
Then ſinks into his native clay. 


Beneath a venerable yew, | 
That in the lonely church-yard grew, 
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Two Ravens ſat. In folemn croak 
Thus one his hungry friend beſpoke. 
Methinks I ſcent ſome rich repaſt ; 
The favour ſtrengthens with the blaſt ; 
Snuff then, the promis'd feaſt inhale ; 
I taſte the carcaſe in the gale. 
Near yonder trees, the farmer's fleed,. 
From toil and daily drudg'ry freed, 
Hath groan'd his laſt, A dainty treat! 
To birds of taſte delieious meat. 
A Sexton, buſy at his trade, 
To hear their chat, ſuſpends his ſpade. 
Death ſtruck him with no farther thought, 
Than merely as the fees he brought. 
Was ever two ſach blund'ring fowls, 
In brains and manners lefs than owls! 
Blockheads, ſays he, learn more reſpect. 
Know ye on whom ye thus reflect? 
In this ſame grave (who docs me right, 
Muſt own the work is ſtrong and tight) 
The Squire that yon fair hall poſſeſt, 
To-night ſhall lay his bones at reſt. 
Whence could the groſs miſtake proceed? 
The Squire was ſomewhat fat indeed. 
What then? The meaneſt bird of prey 
Such want of ſenſe could ne'er betray : 
For ſure ſome diff*rence muſt be found 
(Suppoſe the ſmelling organ ſound). 
In carcaſes (ſay what we can); 
Or where's the dignity of man? 
With due reſpect to human race, 
The Ravens undertook the caſe. 
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ind ſeem their ſav” ry Toben to Mi 
hey prais'd dead horſe, luxurious: 60. 
The ven ſon of the preſcient brood, 
The Sexton's indignation mov d 
e mean compariſon reprov'd; 
heir undiſcerning palate blam'd, 
Which two-legg'd carion thus” defam d. 
Reproachful ſpeech from either fide 
e want of argument ſupply d. 
They rail, revile : As often ends 
ſhe conteſt of diſputing friends. 
Fold, ſays the fowl ; ſince human pride 
ith confutation ne'er comply'd, 
s ſtate the caſe, and then refer 
The knotty point : For taſte may err. 
As thus he ſpoke, from out the mold 
u Earth-worm, huge of ſize, unroll'd 
is monſtrous length. They ſtrait agree 
o chuſe him as their referee ; 
o to th' experience of the jaws 
ach ſtates the merits of his cauſe. 
He paus d, and with a ſolemn tone 
us made his ſage opinion known. 
On carcaſes of ev'ry kind 
bis maw hath elegantly din'd ; 
rovok'd by luxury or need, 
In beaſt, or fowl, or man, I feed; 
ch ſmall diſtinction's in the ſavour, 
by turns I chuſe the fancy'd flavour. 
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